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RIP THIS PAGE OUT 


Razorcake is the only official non-profit music 
magazine in America dedicated to supporting 
independent music culture. What does it mean that 
Razorcake ’s non-profit? It means that no one can 
make a profit off of Razorcake. All the money made 
goes right back into producing the magazine, updating 
the website, and day-to-day operations. As a non¬ 
profit, Razorcake is now a cultural ambassador of 
the independent, grassroots, underground punk rock 
community. Razorcake’s mission is to cover, support, 
and celebrate the artistic community that exists below 
the corporate media’s radar. 

All the money that is donated goes directly to 
keeping Razorcake strong and doing our part to make 
sure no one steals our culture from us, only to sell it 
back in a more diluted form. If you have any money 
you are willing to spare, please make a tax-deductible 
donation to Razorcake. You can easily donate by going 
to our website, www.razorcake.org and clicking on 
“Donate.” If you have any questions, please email: 
donations@razorcake.org. 


If you wish to donate through the mail, 
please rip this page out and send it to: 
Razorcake/Gorsky Press, Inc. 

Attn: Nonprofit Manager 

PO Box 42129 

Los Angeles, CA 90042 


Name 


Address _ 


E-mail. 

Phone_ 


Company name if giving a corporate donation . 

Name if giving on behalf of someone_ 

Donation amount__ 


Razorcake/Gorsky Press, Inc., a California not-for-profit corporation, is registered 
as a charitable organization with the State of California’s Secretary of State, and has 
been granted official tax exempt status (section 501(c)(3) of the Internal Revenue 
Code) from the United States IRS. Our tax ID number is 05-0599768. Your gift is 
tax deductible to the full extent provided by law. 



We Do Our Part 

Name_ 


Subscription rates for a one year, six-issue subscription: 
U.S. — bulk: $15.00 • U.S. — 1st class, in envelope: $21.00 
Prisoners: $21.00 • Canada: $25.00 • Mexico: $33.00 
Anywhere else: $50.00 
(U.S. funds: checks, cash, or money order) 


www.razorcake.org 


Email. 


Used if we have any questions. We won’t bother you needlessly. 


Address 



City 



State 


The next 50 subscribers will receive either the Ringers Detention Halls CD 
(1234-Go! Records) or a O Pioneers!!! / Saw Wheel Split CD (Team Science) 

(Although it never hurts to circle one, we can't promise what you’ll get.) 


[] Yes! I have a turntable. 


D Yes! I’d like to be on the Razorcake email list 


Return this with your payment to: Razorcake, PO Box 42129, LA, CA 90042 

If you want your subscription to start with an issue other than # 38 , please indicate what number. 
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What I Learned in a Bear Suit 

For the last nine years, I’ve gone bowling in Las Vegas. One of 
my favorite bands—and good friends—Tiltwheel have gained the 
reputation of coming in last place. It’s something they take great 
pride in. One year, they got awarded such a bevy of gay male pom 
that they Ebay’d it all and took that money to buy a new catalytic 
converter for their van. 

Losing by itself, it’s like winning by itself. I can take it or leave 
it. However, if you lose with dignity and honor, if you lose with class 
and spectacle, that’s something to celebrate. 

If I’m not with bowling with Tiltwheel, Razorcake’s the team 
that separates Tiltwheel from the rest of the population. This isn’t 
always easy. The lanes are filled with spilt alcohols, sprawled bodies, 
bowlers from other teams seeking retribution, and bowling balls 
banging through the access door. I always warn people: “If you want 
to bowl—in the traditional sense—don’t be on my team. You’ll be 
bummed. Just try not to slip.” 

Last year, Tiltwheel and their buddies wore costumes: a banana, 
a nun, a dinosaur, a bunny with a trombone and a breathalyzer 
necklace. I was jealous. So, this year I wore my bear suit. 

I have my own bowling ball. You may be thinking, “Ooooh, Mr. 
Fancy Pants,” but my ball is like an pair of good shoes. My fingers 
fit well in it, it’s the right weight, and I bought it for ten bucks. It 
looks like a scarred rock. I etched a crude Tiltwheel pill on it and 
filled the etching in with White-Out. Classy. 

At first, I was bummed this year when someone shoved a hot 
dog into my ball’s finger holes—dog in one hole, bun in the others— 
then rolled it down the lane, but it proved to be an act of brains. As 
the ball rolled down the middle of the lane, it smeared bits of hot dog 


and bun. From that point on, whenever someone mistakenly rolled 
a ball that could potentially hit a lot of pins, it hit the snack bits and 
veered off course. In a world where strikes are booed, that was a 
quantum development. 

I’d cut the bear suit in a couple of places. I took out the legs 
below the knees for ventilation (which, in all honesty, made me look 
a bit like a bearchicken) and I cut a secret pee hole in the fur. 

As it turns out, people love dudes in bear suits. Folks who I 
didn’t know idly pet my fur as they stood nearby. I got about thirty 
hugs from ladies in three hours. I got tackled three times. Awesome. 

Well into rolling rocks, after I’d jumped over Fireman Jose and 
landed on my stomach and hit three pins, I saw the uniform coming, 
so I turned away from him and looked interested in the game. Tap, 
tap, tap on my shoulder. 

Security guard: How’re you doing? 

Me: (I smiled. I still don’t like talking to cops.) 

Security guard: You look really hot. Last year, that bunny got 
dehydrated. Try drinking some water. 

Me: Thanks. That’s a good idea. (Smile.) 

Security guard: And you’re falling pretty hard. Just be careful, okay? 

At that, he turned, walked away, and didn’t flinch as overhanded 
bowling balls chattered into gutters. 

Hours later, the bear suit shed on the hotel floor, loosening 
the tie-down that kept the pillow for the bear belly in place, I felt 
afterglow good: having fun, being with friends and loved ones. 

Those mundane and real pressures of everyday life really had been 
momentarily erased by throwing a ball down a lane, truly not caring 
about hitting any pins. -Todd Taylor 
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THANK YOU: Jessee, mi only is your artistic kmg fa like Jet 
ii% year digital prowess is of considerable might tea. Thanks 
fer a waff-spotted cover; it looks like that plane's leaking a 
mighty amount of fluids thmtks to Kris Trippimr for his photo in 
Liz's column; mas leche on mi margarita thanks to Ryan Ratafia 
far Ms illustration in Jim's column; Please he nice when you 
take over our country thanks to Mian Tie fa for his illustration in 
Amy's column; Brooly ; 45$far~eyes, fukehox thanks to Travis T/s 
illustration in Mark's column; t het a quarter that the Chicken's 
pest-chili farts could have melted a nice ice fishing hole thanks 
to Br. Phil Arnold for his Rhythm Chicken photo; in the future, all 
trees will he electrical and margariias will he served at recess 
thanks to Stove larder fer his illustration in Bale's column; She 
always knew everyone's birthdays thanks to Brad Bashaw for 
his Illustration in Sean's column; Vm saying it first: Joan Jett and 
Kat Jatson have the same cheekbones, and Mardwuar and Joan 
look a little related thanks to Chris Nelson and Bev Davies; Bid 
yon know that Ahi Yoyo was a children's hook that Pete Seeger 
made, which was adapted by African folkloref thanks to Brie 
Bntterworth and Zed Brecherman; hundreds of thousands of elk 
die on the roads of Sweden each year thanks to Miss Erika for 
her Vicious interview and photos; Buddy Rich was talented... and 
a dick thanks to Chris Peigier for the Young People With faces 
interview and Stave Bynum fer those photos; 1981 seams like a 
different planet hut The Bret took essentially the seme thanks to 
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Cocksure thanks to Lindsay Beaumont for the Stressface pictures; 
These people did reviews. (men you send hate mail phase let 
us know which hand you're referring to and who did the review . 
We Vo get about 12,000 reviews under our belts now.} Kurt Morris, 
Ty Stranglehold, Keith Besson, Bave Disorder, Steve, Ryan Leach, 
Maddy Tight Pants, Joe Evans III, Chris Prorock, Mike Fahon, 
Sean Koepemck; Morh, Jessica T., Aphid Peewit Mike Frame, 
’Comrade Brea, Josh Benke, Bengofthedead, Susan Chung, Jimmy 
Alvarado, lord Kvalduifr, Brian Mosher, Cuss Baxter, Buttertooth, 
and Chris Devlin; I wish it was like *Bewitched" where someone 
we knew came and twinkled their nose and the issue would magi¬ 
cally fly out the window into your mailbox thanks to Ryan, Mor, 
Daryl, Chris Devlin, and F&se for helping pack op tho last issue; Art 
Puentes who made funny monkeys for our headers. Monkeys over 
robots! Bool to the person who stole my camera, fay! to Jairo and 
Stacy for helping me out with a new (to me} one. 
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“I had half an 
omelet, a Diet Pepsi, 
and one Parliament 
Light 100 for 
breakfast.” 



Learned in 


Las Vegas 


Boarding the plane took longer than the 
flight itself. 

We arrived at the airport over two hours 
prior to departure, as the itinerary advised. 
Carlos sat with me as we waited through a 
string of soft rock tunes that prompted us to 
go back-and-forth with Michael McDonald 
impersonations until we actually heard 
Michael McDonald. Blue-eyed soul marked 
the call for boarding. 

It took two trips through the security 
check because packing liquids in a clear 
make-up case is not the same as packing it in 
a regulation Ziploc baggie. There are baggies 
for free in the gift shop, though, and I started 
to wonder if Ziploc has some sort of deal with 
the FAA. After that, it took another ten minutes 
as I watched security run my duffle bag across 
the conveyor and through the x-ray six times 
because I forgot to throw out the lighter that was 
thrown separately in my handbag. After getting 
on the plane, I waited as nearly all seventy or 
so passengers went through the same pat down. 
Then we took off for a flight so short that no 
one bothered to turn on a cell phone. 


have never been to Vegas is like saying that 
you have never eaten Mexican food. Vegas 
is a right of passage. You go when you turn 
twenty-one, or when one of your friends 
turns twenty-one, and you keep going a few 
weekends a year until you’re too old to handle 
anything more than the senior bus trip to the 
State Line. By the time my friends and I hit 
the legal age, I was DJing every weekend and 
kept it up through most of the decade, thus 
missing everyone’s big weekend out. After a 
few missed opportunities, I convinced myself 
that, since I hate losing and am therefore a 
shitty gambler, I would loathe Vegas and 
was better off not going. For years, I was fine 
without ever seeing the lights of the Strip. 
Then Vegoose, the annual music festival 
now in its second year, happened and I was 
assigned the story. But there was more to the 
trip than a six-hundred word write-up of what 
transpired at the show. I wanted to figure out 
what was the deal with Vegas. 

A half-hour after landing in Las Vegas, I 
was in the back seat of a cab headed towards 
Sam Boyd Stadium. The Killers were playing 


Still wondering who the hell Sam was, 
I left the cab and walked straight into the 
field, stepping over long-haired types in 
various stages of fucked-up along the way. 
The concert had started hours before. I was 
late, just in time to try to find my partner for 
the weekend and head over to the stage that 
housed The Killers and listen to them play 
tracks off Sam’s Town. I still haven’t figured 
out who Sam is. 

Vegas didn’t hit me until the second 
day. At night, going back and forth to a 
concert on the edge of the city, it could 
have been any town in California. Even the 
bright lights and billboards were familiar. 
It could have been Anaheim or Sunset Strip 
or any number of tourist traps. No, Vegas 
didn’t feel like Vegas until we went next 
door to the Hard Rock Sunday morning for 
breakfast and the hostess asked, “Smoking 
or non?” 

Wait, I have a choice? 

Los Angeles banned smoking in 
restaurants sometime during my high school 
years, before I had ever felt the pleasure of 



len you’re from Los Angeles, saying that you have never been 
to Vegas is like saying that you have never eaten Mexican food. 


We landed just after a desert sunset I 
viewed from 30,000 feet and the sky had 
turned a rich navy blue as I walked off 
the plane and through a series of hallways 
leading to the shuttle that took us to the 
main airport deposit. The glare refracted 
against my glasses as I looked for the phone 
to call my hotel’s shuttle and all I could see 
was an oversized, airbrushed portrait of 
Barry Manilow. 

So, this is Vegas. 

I was two months away from my thirtieth 
birthday and this was my first time in Las 
Vegas. Maybe this doesn’t sound so bizarre 
to people living on the East Coast, but when 
you’re from Los Angeles, saying that you 


on the local modem rock station. 

“So, do you know who Sam is?” I asked 
the cab driver. 

“Like the name of The Killers’ album?” 
he asked. “Sam’s Town is a casino. It’s right 
over there,” he motioned around the comer 
of an expansive palm tree-lined boulevard 
that could have been any major street in 
Southern California. 

“Yeah, or the stadium,” I continued, 
thinking that there was a guy named Sam 
whose name weaved in and out of the 
city’s history, a William Mulholland' for 
Las Vegas. 

“I don’t know, guess he’s some guy with 
a lot of money,” the cab driver answered. 


a post-meal cigarette. Occasionally, during 
my senior year, my friends and I would drive 
the five minutes, trek from our high school 
to neighboring San Fernando, which isn’t in 
the city limits, to eat at a Mexican restaurant 
with a smoking section. Then the whole state 
jumped on the bandwagon. I have probably 
smoked in a restaurant less than ten times in 
my life. I wasn’t even sure if I could stomach 
the second-hand fumes as I ate, but if there 
is one thing to say about high-end casinos, it 
is that their ventilation systems are flawless. 
I had half an omelet, a Diet Pepsi, and one 
Parliament Light 100 for breakfast that day. 

Vegas hit again when we headed back to 
the concert, where hundreds of people filed 












Photo by Kris Tripplaar 


in while drinking beer. If this were L.A., 
a concert this big would have required a 
minimum of three frisks and anyone carrying 
alcoholic beverages not purchased at the 
stadium would have been dragged back to 
the parking lot and probably maced if he 
bothered to put up a fight. Here, the only 
person I saw get mildly scolded by security 
was the Shaggy look-a-like in Birkenstocks 
and tie-dye who walked in holding his three- 
foot glass bong. 

“But I thought I could bring it in,” he said 
with utmost seriousness to the middle-aged 
woman in the uniform windbreaker. 

That night, we got into the backseat 
of another cab, one that smelled like the 
neighboring dorm room sophomore year 
of college, the room belonging to the guys 
who could “totally hook-up” fake I.D.s but 
totally flaked. 

The cab driver sounded vaguely apologetic. 

“The last couple I drove asked if they 
could smoke.” 

It’s not like we cared. After spending 
two days on a grassy field, my allergies 
were so bad that I didn’t even detect a scent 
until he pointed it out to us. Besides, this 
was the sort of concert where nearly all of 
my conversations with strangers involved 
listening to their tallies of Dead shows before 
they looked at me flabbergasted because, not 
only had I never seen The Dead, but I was also 
the only person over the age of five who had 
never been to a Phish show. My only minor 
peeve was that no one passed me a pipe. It’s 
probably because I never saw Phish. 

We hit the fabled Strip after the show 
Sunday night, exiting another cab somewhere 
in the vicinity of Caesar’s Palace. I wasn’t 
sure where we were heading. We just moved 
along with the tide across a bridge. Catcalls 
came in through both ears. The guys with 
beer in their hands wanted us to party with 
them and the guys without beer wanted us 
to take their flyers. “Hooker trading cards,” 
my partner referred to the Garbage Pail Kid¬ 
sized slabs of paper. Collect the whole series, 
I suppose. Are all-American Penny and 
faintly exotic Leilani really the girls who will 
show up to your suite if you call the number 
on the card? And what do Penny and Leilani 
think about being advertised as $44.99 and 
$65 specials, respectively? Should we ask? 
Nah, it’s probably best to keep walking. 

We hit the mall that links Caesar’s and 
Bellagio, Hermes. Dior. Chanel. Mostly, 
Chanel. The girl who grew up reading Vogue 
emerged, eyeing black dresses and yearning 
to feel what kind of fabric constitutes 
spending a few months salary on one article 
of clothing. I jerked my hand back before 
I could touch the dress, let alone reach for 
the price tag. I heard my -mom’s voice in 
my head; some flashback to being a little 
kid inside Bullock’s Wilshire and told 
sternly not to touch anything. The sales lady 
came up to me and asked if I needed some 
help. I don’t think that had ever happened 
before. I looked at her as though I couldn’t 
understand English. 

“Um, uh,” I stumbled. “That’s alright. I 
think I’m okay.” 


Guess that just goes to show that 
$150 jeans still read $150 jeans, even 
when you buy them at TJ Maxx for $25, 
and Payless’ copies of designer shoes are 
totally faux real. 

My partner said that Paris had the best 
food, so we walked through a cobblestone 
maze, growing disoriented by the series of 
twists in the road and the unnaturally blue- 
painted sky. I don’t know if the restaurant we 
found was the one she intended to locate, but 
the food was good and we could hear a lady 
from around the bend belt out the Pussycat 
Dolls song that was a big hit earlier that.year 
with more aplomb than anyone in the Top 40. 

It was my first time in Vegas and I finally 
learned what everyone else has known for years. 


This is the place where you can be a pop star, 
stoner, or big spender even when the truth of 
your life is quite the opposite. This is where you 
can make up stories about the girls on the playing 
cards and the guys with the buildings named after 
them and never really bother to learn the truth 
because it just doesn’t matter. Monday morning, 
we will wake up early and catch a shuttle back 
to the airport. We will sit next to birthday boys 
downing their final beers of the weekend and 
hang out in the smoke-filled room with the slot 
machines, chatting up the hippies as we wait for 
our flights back to California, and we will know 
that in a half hour, we’ll be back home and all of 
this will be nothing but a clouded memory. 
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“To my ears, it’s 
pretty much 
the same thing 
as saying that 
you’re a pussy.” 



Late last year I left Los Angeles and 
moved to San Diego. It’s been over two 
months, and even though I spread the move 
out over a couple of weeks, I’m still getting 
over the shock of leaving the city I’ve called 
home for the last ten years. 

I like San Diego—I like it a lot—but I 
don’t love it. At least not yet anyway. Even 
though it’s probably too early to talk smack 
about the place, one thing has become clear: 
San Diegans sure do love their city. 

Some cities have inferiority complexes. 
Philadelphia springs to mind. Bill Gates, 
Oprah Winfrey, and the Dali Lama could 
move to Philly tomorrow and it would still 
be a stinking shithole stuck in the shadow of 
New York. 

San Diegans, on the other hand, suffer 
from a massive superiority complex that flirts 
with outright arrogance. San Diegans aren’t 
as bad as San Franciscans in their hatred of 
L.A., but they’re close. While there’s a lot to 
like about San Diego, there’s more to being a 
great place to live than beautiful beaches and 
great weather. In this spirit, I present the top 
ten things I miss most about Los Angeles: 

10. THE SPRAWL 

From just about anywhere in L.A. you can 
get in your car and drive for thirty minutes 
and you’re still going to be in L.A. (In some 
places, you can drive for thirty minutes on 
the same street.) There’s something vaguely 
reassuring about this. No matter where you 
go, you’re always in L.A. In San Diego, if 
you drive for thirty minutes you’re going 
to end up in the ocean, the mountains, the 
desert, or Mexico, and I’m not so sure that 
isn’t an improvement. 

9. TRAFFIC 

I don’t like sitting in traffic anymore than 
the next person, but San Diegans act like 
L.A. invented traffic, like the 405 is ground 
zero for an epidemic that’s afflicting all of 
California. I can’t tell you how many times 
I’ve heard people say they could never live 
in L.A. because of the traffic. To my ears, it’s’ 
pretty much the same thing as saying you’re a 
pussy. We’re not talking about ocean voyages 
on a 16 th century caravel in the dead of winter, 
we’re talking about traffic. In L.A., either 
you adjust to the traffic or you move closer to 
your job. The fact remains, in any city on any 
coast, north-south movement is going to be 
restricted because of the ocean. It’s just as true 


LOS 


in San Diego as it is in Los Angeles. Granted, 
this doesn’t explain why so many Angelenos 
refuse to venture from the West Side to the 
East Side (and vice versa), but anywhere 
you go, there are bound to be cowards. San 
Diegans are proud of having embraced the 
slack—at least as far as traffic is concerned. 

8. TACO TRUCKS 

Where the hell are they? In L.A., they’re 
everywhere, but in San Diego city ordinances 
make them verboten. They want their tourists 
to eat, sleep, and drink in the Gaslamp District. 
I can understand this, but why not loosen the 
restrictions north and south of downtown? 
There was a taco truck parked on Wilshire 
Blvd. outside of my office every day and now 
there’s a jalapeno-shaped hole in my heart 
for all the taco trucks I’ve ever been to and 
probably will never visit again. Of course, I 
can always go to Mexico, but since 9/11 the 
lines at the border are hella long, so it’s not the 
same. Van con el dios pocos carros del taco! 

7. L.A. TIMES/L.A. WEEKLY/ 
LACTATING NIPPLES 
The Los Angeles Times gets a lot of heat 
for not being The New York Times , but now 
that I’ve been subjected to the inanity that 
is The San Diego Union-Tribune , I realize 
what a stellar publication it is. The Union- 
Tribune Sports page is particularly appalling. 
Pro football writer Nick Canepa should be 
dragged out of his cubicle and flogged at 
Horton Plaza. The San Diego equivalent of 
the L.A . Weekly , The Reader , is also strange 
as the publisher refuses to run sex ads. 
That means no gentlemen’s clubs, no self- 
employed strippers, no pregnant women 
with lactating nipples looking for their sugar 
freak-daddy. It just doesn’t feel like Thursday 
without a lactating nipple fetish. 

6. THE ABSENCE OF 
A PRO FOOTBALL TEAM 
I like pro football. Scratch that: I love pro 
football. I thought it would be cool to live in 
a city with a pro football team. Wrong. I might 
love the sport, but I hate 90% of its fans. This 
is neither the time nor the place to explain 
why mine is a higher, purer form of fandom, 
but never in my life have I seen so many 
fair-weather, band-wagon jumping, mouth¬ 
breathing fans. What makes matters worse is 
that the San Diego Chargers have, arguably, the 
best player in the entire football league on their 



roster. Over the course of the last two seasons 
this has cultivated a sense of entitlement in their 
fans. They’ve lost touch with what a difficult 
game it is to play, how hard it is to win at this 
brutal sport on a consistent basis. Their fans 
now expect their star player to breeze into the 
end zone twice a game and rack up incredible 
yardage. I’m glad the Chargers got bounced out 
of the playoffs. 

5. RANCHO LA BREA TAR PITS 
It’s true what they say: you don’t know what 
you’ve got until it’s gone. For ten years I 
worked across from the La Brea Tar Pits, 
a stupidly redundant name if there ever 
was one since “La Brea” is Spanish for “tar 
pits.” The tar pits stank. The asphalt oozed 
up everywhere, including the garage where I 
parked each morning. They were a magnet for 
tourists and school buses full of kids on field 
trips. The Tar Pits were a nuisance in every 
sense of the word. Now I miss them. Perhaps 
it has something to do with the sterile, climate 
controlled atmosphere I work in, but I regret 
never having visited the George Page Museum 
at Rancho La Brea. Next time I go to L.A., I’ll 
be there with the rest of the tourists. 

4. MOLLY BURGERS 
Everyone has their own view of what 
constitutes the center of Los Angeles. It has 
nothing to do with geography, but the place 
that is most representative, most alluring, the 
launch-pad for a Los Angeles experience. For 
some it’s a famous landmark. Others gravitate 
to places close to their first home in the city. For 
me, it’s the intersection of Fairfax and Wilshire 
because that’s where Molly Malone’s Irish Pub 
is located. Molly’s is a no-frills bar that cannot 
be classified as a restaurant since they only 
serve food at lunch, but the same cook has been 
back there slinging sliders for the last ten years, 
lending a remarkable consistency to the best 
five dollar burger in the city. The Molly Burger 
comes with bacon and cheese and is served 
with lettuce, tomatoes, pickles, and onions 
on the side. They also have twelve-year-old 
Jameson’s on the whiskey menu so that you can 
turn your meal to remember into an afternoon 
you’ll probably forget. 

3. EL COYOTE 
SCRATCH MARGARITAS 
El Coyote is the ancient hacienda on Beverly 
Boulevard where Sharon Tate ate her last meal, 
but the less said about the food the better. The 
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scratch margarita isn’t on the menu and it’s 
shorthand for “made from scratch.” Just tell 
Fran, the bar waitress, you want a scratch 
margarita with your favorite tequila and 
prepare to be knocked out of your huaraches. 

2. MUSEUM OF 
JURASSIC TECHNOLOGY 
The Museum of Jurassic Technology is easily 
the most disorienting place in all of Los 
Angeles. It’s listed in the papers with the rest 
of the museums, but its Culver City address 
doesn’t have any signs or windows. From the 
outside, it looks like an abandoned recording 
studio or soundstage. The hours aren’t friendly 
for working stiffs and the dark lobby isn’t 
exactly inviting, but once you’re in it’s like 
entering another world. I’m not going to tell 
you what you’ll find inside, just let your sixth 
sense—your imagination—be your guide. (To 
learn more about this fascinating place, check 
out Lawrence Weschler’s fascinating book 
Mr Wilson s Cabinet of Wonder .) My favorite 


place is the tea room on the second floor. It’s 
an odd little room outside the theater where 
you can sit, sip the free tea, and succumb to 
the feeling that you’re a gentleman explorer 
recently returned from an expedition to a far- 
off land. 

1. DODGER STADIUM 
Going to a baseball game at Dodger Stadium 
is the most democratic thing you can do in the 
city of Los Angeles. It’s the one place where 
you can see people from ail walks of life, 
young and old, rich and poor. It’s also the one 
of the few places where virtually all ethnicities 
in the cultural stewpot of Los Angeles are 
represented, and when I say “represented,” I 
don’t mean the way TV shows represent the 
racial spectrum (one black male and one Asian 
female for every fourteen hot blondes). The 
mix at Dodger Stadium is accurate portrayal of 
the makeup of the city, unlike Staples Center 
on basketball night when the only black people 
in the building are athletes and entertainers, or 


on hockey night where everyone is a white 
transplant from an Eastern city with brutal 
winters. No, Dodger Stadium gets it right. 
Latinos boycotted the L.A. Dodgers after 
the O’Malley family booted everyone out of 
Chavez Ravine, but along came Fernando 
Valenzuela who made it okay for Mexicans 
to love the Dodgers. The result: the best 
fans in the National Baseball League. Some 
other reasons to love the Dodgers: the palm 
trees, Dodger dogs, Whittier native Nomar 
Garciaparra who in one season has become the 
face of the Dodgers, and the golden throat of 
Vin Scully, who has more knowledge locked 
up in his brainbox than all the supercomputers 
at Cooperstown. 

My body may be in San Diego, but my 
heart is somewhere on the loge level on the 
third base side, shucking peanuts out of their 
shells, cheering for the home team. 
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“Our claim to fame 
is our team’s 
nickname, the 
Dirtbags. How 
punk rock is that?” 




Winter is over for me and all it took was 
a trip to the ballpark. That’s right, one week 
after freezing my ass off in Las Vegas for the 
Punk Rock Bowl, I returned home to the sweet 
sound of leather snapping leather. Baseball is 
my game, and college ball has started—so 
what if it was an alumni game and the field 
was yellow rather than green—it was baseball 
and I was enjoying myself. I know, most of 
the time I bitch about how the sports dollar 
in the world is utterly ridiculous, but college 
sports is where it’s at. First off, where I sit, the 
catcher could make about the same distance 
throw as he would trying to throw out a runner 
at second base, and my cost is a mere ten 
dollars. Try going to a major league park and 
sit that close; you’ll pay in the hundreds if you 
can even get them. Point number two is that 
these guys rarely argue a call—so rare that I 
only saw it happen twice last year, and both 
times, it was a coach. No babies in college 
ball. Lastly, these guys give one hundred 
percent all the time. There are no big contracts 
to guarantee them attitude. If you want to get 
to the next level, you don’t complain and you 
show off your god-given talent. 

The alumni game is a contest between 
former players—many of whom play in the 
big leagues—and this year’s team. It looked 
like these guys were all having fun, even if 
the final score was one to nothing. If you only 
lose by one run to a bunch of pro players, 
you must have a decent team. And, let me 
tell you, what a great place to get autographs. 
All one has to do is lean over, ask nicely, 
and make sure to say thanks.-1 even saw one 
guy sign a stack of cards for a kid. The great 
thing is there’s no pushing, shoving, and I 
didn’t have to shell out top dollars to get an 
autograph. Somehow, I get the feeling this 
must have been the way baseball was done in 
the Ruthian era. 

Now here’s where I brag about my school, 
Long Beach State. We have a damn good 
baseball program, even if we are in the same 
league as Cal State Fullerton. We’ve been to 


the college world series before and we have 
our share of Big West titles. In fact, we’ll play 
seven ranked opponents this year. (Of course, 
Fullerton is one of them.) I even read that we 
are ranked thirtieth in the nation. Our claim 
to fame is our team’s nickname, the Dirtbags. 
How punk rock is that? I even read that when 
we went to the world series in Omaha, we sold 
more souvenirs than anyone, based on our 
nickname, so we’ve got that going for us. 

The boys of spring or winter are here 
and for ten bucks and another seven or eight 
dollars for beer and a dog, I’m going to be in 
heaven. Oh, that’s right, the prices for food 
and booze are much cheaper also. A dog and 
a beer at Dodger Stadium will run you ten to 
eleven bucks, you’ll wait in a long line, and 
the food is kind of stale. (I got a stale pretzel 
on opening day at Dodger Stadium one year. 
How is that possible on opening day? Were 
they leftovers from the year before?) Also, 
the beer at college games is supposed to be 
no more, but it looks like Long Beach will 
have it for at least one more season. 

If anyone cares to see baseball, or see my 
dedication to my school, give me a buzz. I 
have a pair of season tickets on the first base 
(home) side. Or, if you have a college team 
and you want someone to watch baseball with, 
that’s good too. I have been known to go as 
far as Pepperdine. I’ll even buy the first beer 
if they sell it. So yeah, college sports rule, and 
I’m looking forward to five months of bats 
and gloves. Come say hello if you see me. 

Aft Aft$Ba@i@aSP 
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Now here’s a saucy bunch of comics. The 
whole idea of sex in comics is somewhat 
humorous. For instance, in any of the major 
comics, the female super heroes have massive 
breasts. Is that to help in battle or to get young 
teenage guys to buy? In Smut Peddler, for the 
first time, there is superhero sex and the guy 


doesn’t even take offhis suit. Go ahead tell me 
that’s not funny. It opens so many questions. 
This book even has a clown self explode when 
he says “boobies.” My favorite story, however, 
is the guy who gets a stripper from his mom 
because he’s alone on his birthday. Limpness 
is induced by a stripper because she whispers, 
“Happy birthday big boy, from mom,” in his 
ear. This book is great because it gives that 
special meaning to sex, that it’s a free for all. 
The act is silly, the act is serious, it is fun, it 
is tedious, it is free, and it is controlling. It is 
all in here in thirteen different versions. Some 
are graphic and some are comic but it is all 
sex-driven. To be honest, it’s more Playboy 
sex than it is Hustler sex. If you lean toward 
prude, it’s not for you, but if you have a little 
devil, yuck it up. (Saucy Goose Press) 

QMi mm m 

$??, By Steve Steiner 

I was really worried that this was going 
to be a dull, this-is-my-life comic, but 
boy was I wrong. This comic is a guide to 
understanding all the curveballs life has to 
throw. For example, how does a regular Joe 
get rich? You marry an old guy—of course 
this only works for women—because even if 
you find an old homosexual, the Republicans 
have a ban on same sex marriages and you 
can’t collect. Now, that’s funny and true. My 
favorite is “The Real Death of the Crocodile 
Hunter,” which goes into the whole Steve 
Irwin story and gives some better death 
scenarios. Luckily, I received two copies of 
this fantastic comic so I will be laughing well 
into the night. (Eat50eggs@hotmail .com) 

wmm 

$ 2.00 U.S. or trade, By Nathan Pierce 
Well, it is what the title says. Nate Relocates 
is an autobiography similar to that which 
thousands of California kids could write. Nate 
shares his life from birth to college. I wish I 
could say great things because Nate seems 
like a great guy, but nothing over the top 











happens. I’m sorry, but he has a loving family 
and friends and did what most of us did as we 
grew up. If I want to feel normal, I would read 
this comic. (Nathan, PO Box 51245, Pacific 
Grove, CA 93950, natncl7@yahoo.com) 

$3.95 USA, $4.75 Can., By Ben Catmull 
Monsters are everywhere in this collection 
of oddities. If monsters were an art form, 
this book would be the museum, because 
it is chalked full of them. The winter storm 
is eerily entertaining: the images seem to 
emanate from a child’s mind and into an 
adult’s nightmare. The flow between the three 
stories is haunting also: the blackness of the 
storm melding into the smoke from the train, 
back to the storm, and, finally, the smoke from 
the city’s chimneys. This book is wonderfully 
terrifying in its visual movement. If one loves 
monster stories, then this one is a must have. 
(Fantagraphics Books, 7563 Lake City Way, 
Seattle, WA98115, fantagraphics.com) 

YALES ®BSfi@WE® 
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$4.50 U.S., By Michael Kupperman 
This comic thrizzles me greatly. There is 
nothing funnier than comic book parody, and 
that is just what is at work in Thrizzle. This 
book makes fun at the Flash, Dick Tracy, and 
scores of others. My favorite is the parody 
of the Flash, or as known in Thrizzle —the 
Spurt. There is a new guy playing the part 
of the Spurt since the old Spurt has retired, 
and we get to see for the first time the new 
Spurt changing into costume at high speed. 
Well, that didn’t turn out right. From ads to 
“Crazy Catapult Grandpa,” this comic is a 
masterpiece for making one laugh out loud in 
a room by oneself. An added plus is the sexy 
devil chick on the front cover. What the owl 
is for, who knows. Tales Designed to Thrizzle 
does just what it needs for me to look at it 
over and over. It’s a lot like stupid pet tricks 
on Letterman. (Fantagraphic Books) 

runaway SSL 

$3.50 U.S., By Mark Martin 
I was going to make a reference to the fact 
that this had a lot in common with some 
of the stuff I’ve read in Mad Magazine 
and then, when I was finished reading and 
turned to the back page, there I see a copy 



of Mad. So now that my thunder has been 
stolen, I must say the idea of the “yeah 
butt” is fricken brilliant and I need one for 
my nephew. I really enjoyed “Montgomery 
Wart” in its “O Brother Where Art Thou?” 
kind of way of story telling. Who knew 
frogs could be so pissed at the world? I don’t 
know who I feel more sorry for: the grandpa 
or Montgomery. We’ll just have to wait for 
the next issue. Also enjoyable is Skinny 
Benny, a stick figure that can kick steroid¬ 
using superhero ass and has a mastery of 
the English language. This comic has some 
breakout potential. (Fantagraphics) 


YWB LAST 

SATURDAY 

$8.00 U.S., By Jordan Crane 
I liked this story of an elderly grieving man 
who, on a visit to his wife’s grave, is given 
a heart attack by the wife’s ghost. It seemed 
morbid to my wife, but the guy got a free ride 
ticket to spend eternity with the one he loved 
and seemed pretty happy to ride the wind 
with her. Who would have thought I was the 
morbid romantic in the relationship? Looks to 
me that everyone ends up happy in the book, 
so what the hey. (Fantagraphics) 

-Gary Hornberger 



Drawing credits to Smut Peddler 
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“Music is a magi¬ 
cal thing, it has a 
force and makes 
people lose them¬ 
selves in it.” 


East Side Stories 


“Trouble of English Learners” 

I am a Chinese. Yes, I can say aloud: I’m 
one of the people whose country have over 
5,000 years history. Meanwhile, there is an 
important thing. I can’t speak English, without 
which I can’t communicate with all foreigners. 

I have learned English for five years. 
I have something to say. For a Chinese, 
English is so difficult to learn, even more 
difficult than maths and physics. There are 
so many words in English. Sometimes they 
have the same meaning, but not the same 
pronunciation. And some words sound same, 
but meant different. It’s hard for me and all 
Chinese students to tell from them. 

After making efforts to write them, 
another question is I can’t say it correctly. 
My teachers and tests only ask me to spell 
them, not listening and speak. As a result 
of this, many of the Chinese students can’t 
say a single word correctly though they can 
write thousands of words. That’s too bad. 

Those are only problems about words, 
not including sentences, grammar and so on. 
That’s why so many people learn English 
and so many people hate English. 

I have a childish ideas as well as many 
English learners: If only I was bom in America. 

-Qu Qian 

“How We Like Sleeping” 

Everyday, after busy work. All of us 
felt very tired. Everyone want to sleep 
longer, but we can’t. We must get up at 6:20 
AM. Everyone can do it, when the weather 
become colder and colder, more and more 
people want to stay in bed longer. When we 
woke up in the morning, we found no one 
get up and the weather was so cold, we came 
back to sleep again. We felt the time went 
faster while sleeping, so a story happened. 

A year ago, it was snowing. Although all 
members of our dormitory were so excited 
but no one wanted to get up. So we talked 
about whether we should get up or not. 
Finally we decided not to go to class to do 
the morning reading. So all of us sleeped 
again. A few minutes later, boom, our door 
was shooted out by our class adviser, he 
bursted through angry. All of us were more 
afraid of his angry, then he taken our blanket 
away and shouted out, “Get up! Lazy boy!” 
Everyone got up quickly and realized our 
class adviser was so angry, that we could 


not face to face with him but made our head 
down, then he sent us to classroom, and we 
had to sweep the snow away. 

Eventually, we just slept extra five minutes. 

-Wang Zheng 

“The World of Music” 

Music is a magical thing, it has a force 
and makes people lose themselves in it. 

When we have some difficulty in studying, 
let’s listen to music. It makes us calm down 
and think the problems carefully. 

When we feel lonely, music can make 
us remember the happiness with our friends 
and make us happy. 

When we are after a day’s study and 
feel tired, listen to it, it can make us relax 
in body and in mind and let us throw in the 
study again. 

Although music gives us many 
advantages, it also have a bad effect on us. It 
makes some students listen to music all day 
instead of studying. As a result, their study 
go down. So I think they should listen to 
music in free time to relax. 

We should use the music this paintbrush 
add color to our life and share the excellent life. 

-Fan Fen 

“My Utopian World” 

I have a strange dream that I want to be a 
cowboy. Recently I was reading Close Range 
by Annie Proulx. Although it shows me how 
arduous a cowboy’s life is, I still want to be a 
cowboy to live with my lovely sheep, cows, 
horses, the prairie, the clear blue sky, the 
wooden fences and so on. 

Perhaps, once upon a time, on a ranch 
which is much more than five hundred miles 
from my home and located in a place with 
Blue Ridge Mountains and Shenangoah 
River. I can realize my dream. 

In the morning, with the sun rising up, 
the birds and the insects begin to chirp, the 
first sunlight shines upon my head and I was 
woken by Old Black Joe to start my nice day. 

I can’t wait riding into my sheep and 
fondling all of them. Then, we follow the 
path to the top of the mountain. High on the 
mountaintop. I play the organ and the guitar, 
sing country romantic songs which have moved 
me for so long time and enjoy the intoxicating 
scenery alone. But I won’t feel lonesome as 
my sheep are always accompanying me. 


When the setting sun goes slowly down 
to the west. When the sky over the mountain 
is covered with red rays of evening sunlights. 
When the floating clouds look just like maple 
leaves falling into the sky. I have finished 
my lovely work day. 

On my way back to the ranch, I come 
across some little children who are singing 
and dancing happily around the bonfire. I 
join them in the party very soon. It seems 
that we are all free from care. 

After a while, a long trip bus passes by 
us. We begin to run after the bus crazily and 
excitedly, singing, “King of the road. King 
of the road...” 

At the starry starry night, I sit on the roof 
of my little wooden house, taking a glance of 
the shadows on the hills, missing my friends 
and parents, thinking of those words by Jack 
Kerouac “...you could call my life on the 
road. Prior to that I always dreamed of.. 

-Zhu Cheng 

“Our School” 

No. 1 Middle School stands on the foot 
of Huanghu Mountain. It’s a beautiful place 
for us to study. Everywhere you can see 
green trees. The air here is fresh. Sometimes 
you can hear birds singing. When you are 
tired of studying, just walk around and enjoy 
the beauty of nature. Then you’ll be full of 
energy to study again. 

There are four teaching buildings in 
total, which are both bright and clean. The 
teachers here are kind, and easy-going. 
They all have a strong responsibility on us. 

I think they just like our parents or brothers 
(sisters). And take good care of us on all 
sides. In class they are acted as our teachers, 
but after class they are our friends. 

You are welcome to visit our school if you 
have the chance. I’m sure you’ll be impressed 
by it. Not only its beauty but also its people. 

-Gao Jie 

“Auld Lang Syne” 

Have you ever heard the song “Auld 
Lang Syne”? When I am listening to this 
song, I feel that it was written for me. This 
song always make me feel something. 
There is also existing a friendship in my 
heart forever. 

Tan Lin, who is an ordinary-looking 
girl, but in my eyes, is more beautiful than 










“I still want to be a cowboy to live with my lovely 
sheep, cows, horses, the prairie, the clear blue 


sky, the wooden fences and so on.” 


any other girl. She has big eyes. She always 
smiles to everyone. Lin and me have been 
friends for more than ten years. When we were 
young, we studied hard and played together. 
What’s more, we went to the same primary 
school and middle school together, but now 
we are separated for studying at different 
high school. Only by writing letters can we 
keep in touch with each other. I find it happy 
to write letters. In the letters, we encourage 
each other to study hard. We promise that we 
will build a bright future together. 

I compare friendship to flower, and I 
will spend my whole life watering it. Auld 
Lang Syne! 

-Jiang Yanhui 

“Let The Mouse Away From My House” 

Do you hate the mouse? Yes. I hate 
them very much. Because they can destroy 
everything. So, one day, I decided to let the 
mouse away from my house. 

First of all, I caught a mouse in my 
bedroom. Then put it in a small cage. Next, 
I found out some color pencils. Later I drew 
some pictures on that mouse’s face with color 
pencils. Afterwards, I put that mouse back 
in its house, the mouse’s hole. Finally other 


mouses looked it with frighten looks and all 
run away from my house. 

-FXW 

“My Class - 0518” 

As Chinese student I am, I have to 
spend most of time in my classroom before 
I graduate. So the class is also called “The 
Second Family.” 

We can work with “brothers” and 
“sisters.” They are very clever and friendly. 
For example, Cao Hongau is the best sample 
of our class. Not only his progress is good, but 
also he can do well in singing and reciting. 
Another person is Liu Lizhi, who is fond of 
Crazy English. Wherever he goes, you can 
hear English pronounced like an American. 

Our “father” teaches us math. Which 
seems to be too difficult to learn, but we always 
think we will be good at it with his help. 

I think living in a large family will become 
an unforgettable experience in my lifetime. 

-Liu Zheng 

“My Foreign Teacher” 

The first time I saw her is that when I 
pass by the classroom of C12.1 really don’t 
know she will be my foreign teacher. When I 


saw her, I think that she is just a new teacher 
to teach us such as Chinese. My classmates 
guessed that she is a Indian or a Vietnamese. 
At last, we knowed she was a Chinese- 
American coming from Los Angeles. 

I found it easy to get along with her and 
she is very kindness. She gave me a English 
name—Connie. I will use it as my second 
important name. Once, I were really moved 
by her. I won’t ever forget she told us we 
should protect our environment, and she 
showed us what she did. I thought that we 
were Huarong people and we didn’t know 
that we should protect our home, but she is a 
foreign and she know what should she do. I 
were really moved by her. 

I went to her house to talk with her in 
English to improve my spoken English. Once a 
week we talked about our daily life, our holiday 
and so on. I really liked her very much. 

I think she is no only our good teacher 
but also our good friends. 

-Yang Wen 

-AmyAdoyzie 

amyadoyzie.com 
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“My jukebox is so 
perfect it makes 
Curt Hennig 
look like Barry 
Horowitz!!!” 


STEVE MILLER 3 , THE RECORDS 1 ... 

OR 

WHAT THE HELL KINDA POLICEMAN ARE YOU, ANYWAY? 


I am torn! Befuddled! Highly 
discombobulated! I came into this world like 
a puzzled panther, and it appears i’ll be 
leaving it like a partially lobotomized 
platypus! Here is the reason for the 
discombobulation, as it stands: Today, i 
obtained a copy of Ronnie Self’s immortal 
“Bop-A-Lena” 45 on Columbia Records. 
Ordinarily, this would be a cause for great 
jubilation and rejoicification, what with the 
patent leather shoes on the hound dog feet 
and all, but, in this instance, it merely heaps 
bafflement upon a mind ill-suited for 
contemplating lifeboat ethics and 
promulgating cutthroat competition: The 
rockabilly doozy in question was purchased 
not for purposes of adoration from afar, but 
to be proudly and dutifully loaded into my 
latest, greatest acquisition—my vintage 1969 
Rock-Ola™ 440 jukebox (“psychedelic” 
model—not to be confused with the 440’s 
“deluxe” model, which was presumably not 
psychedelic in the least, although i’m sure it 
was MUCH more “deluxe” [coughs 
dismissively]); hauling capacity precisely 
eighty 45 rpm records. Needless to say, 
loading up my jukebox with “Bop-A-Lena” 
and then spending the next day or two 
rocking/rolling/bopping/strolling/generally 
balling the jack whilst yelling “A-BOP-A- 
LENA, BOP-A-LEEE-EEE-NAAA AA!!!” 
at the top of my lungs like a frigging fruitcake 
is not, in and of itself, a highly problematical 
experience either. The problem stems from 
the fact that, to put “Bop-A-Lena” in , i have 
to take something else out. And, i’ll have you 
know, my jukebox is damn near perfect as it 
is—its contents honed during several nights 
of drunken trial and error, each record 
exhaustively bench-tested against its peers, 
each coveted spot duly battled for in impartial, 
battle royal style sonic combat. My jukebox 
is so perfect it makes Curt Hennig look like 
Barry Horowitz!!! (now, i admit this much:' 
The first night i got it, i kinda loaded some 
crap into it. I wasn’t thinking. I was pretty 
drunk [hey, you ’d get shitfaced too if you 
hadda haul this fucking thing out of your 
buddy’s basement. It weighs a god damn 
TON. I ain’t kidding. You know how dense 
and heavy a padlock feels? Take that padlock, 
make it roughly the size of a dresser {albeit 


lower and wider}, add some glass and a weird 
part jutting off the top, and you got a jukebox. 
It’s frickin’ moider! It took three dudes—all 
of us well over six feet tall—a half hour of 
back-breaking straining and grunting to roll 
it up one flight of stairs, and that was using a 
dolly. On the bright side, it is pressing my 
maple leaves from this summer quite nicely]. 
I put in a lot of stuff that seemed like a good 
idea at the time, like pretty much anything 
that said “JUKEBOX EDITION” or a 
similarly fey sales pitch on the label—e.g. 
three different John Spencer Blues Explosion 
singles and “Girl, Kill Your Boyfriend” by 
the Figgs—only to find that, in the cold hard 
light of further analysis, none of these records 
delivered on their implicit promise to rock 
my Rock-Ola™ above and beyond the call of 
duty at all. BLASPHEMERS! SIMONISTS! 
In any event, after a few more drunken nights 
of intense Rock Trials, i had the line-up of 
my jukebox permanently set—with the one 
exception being “Dream Police” by Cheap 
Trick at S8, which is only intended to be a 
placeholder because i couldn’t find my 
“Surrender” and “California Man” 45s [how 
exactly one single acts as a placeholder for 
two AWOL 45s is not exactly clear to me, 
either. I assure you i’ll figure something out]) 
But yet, something must give within this 
perfection—some completely perfect record 
must yield its hallowed spot and let something 
EVEN PERFECTER take its place! Since the 
fish rots at the head, the obvious place to look 
is Al— currently occupied by Boris The 
Sprinkler’s highly cerebral “Little Yellow 
Box” (well, imagine that!). This record, 
regardless of pedigree, would be beyond 
reproach were it the original yellow-with-a- 
small-hole pressing; however, the nature of 
the Rock-Ola™’s inner workings mandates 
LARGE HOLE 45s ONLY, therefore the 
much less cool black-with-a-big-hole 
pressing is required. However, black-with-a- 
big-hole or no, the permanence of this record 
can best be explained by referring you, the 
reader, to the Rock-Ola™ FAQ section: Rev. 
Norb, have you had sex with any Asian girls 
on top of your jukebox yet? Why , yes. Yes i 
have. Rev Norb, did you play your old band's 
song “Little Yellow Box'■ whilst so doing? 
Why, yes. Yes i did. Then there is likely no 


chance in fucking hell you re taking that 
record off, is there? Why no. No there isn't 
I hope that clears things up for you (and, i’ll 
tell ya what, guys: Most jukebox enthusiasts 
use whether or not the playing records are 
visible as a line of demarcation as to which 
jukeboxes are “cool” and which are less so 
[visible records were gradually phased out in 
the ‘60s]. BALDERDASH I SAY!!! I GOT A 
GODDAMN KEY TO THE THING, I CAN 
OPEN IT UP AND LOOK AT THE 
SPINNING RECORD ANY TIME I DANG 
WELL PLEASE!!! The real test of whether a 
jukebox is super-duper-cool or merely super/ 
duper [but not both] cool is whether or not 
you can shag on it without having to bend 
anyone into some prohibitively fucked up 
position [as opposed to other, less 
prohibitively fucked up fucked up positions, 
which are, obviously, A-OK in my book] 
Trust me, guys: You are going to want to fuck 
on your jukebox. And girls are going to want 
to fuck on your jukebox [you might even 
want to fuck your jukebox itself, but we’ll 
leave that for the Canadians, represented by 
the Stampeders’ “Sweet City Woman” at El]. 
Unless your significant other is an 
invertebrate, get a jukebox with a flat surface 
at crotch height! [interested threesome guest- 
stars get in touch via nrevorb@tds.net , no 
quarters necessary]). Thus thwarted, could i 
slip “Bop-A-Lena” into the Cl spot currently 
held by the Oneders’ (the label says they’re 
called the “Wonders” but i refuse to 
acknowledge their slave name) “That Thing 
You Do”? Naaah...i like that song (it was a 
far better song than a movie), and if the 
Oneders don’t belong on a 1969 jukebox 
situated in my dinette area (to all of you with 
jukeboxes in your basement: MAN UP! 
GROW SOME FUCKING BALLS! Your 
jukebox is the COOLEST THING YOU 
OWN!!! IT BELONGS ON THE FIRST 
FLOOR, YA PANSIES!!!), whither, then 
goest the Oneders immortal souls? I certainly 
cannot bump Gl, E2 or SI—“Fox On The 
Run,” “Ballroom Blitz” and “Little Willy,” 
all by Sweet (unless you count “Little Willy” 
as being by THE Sweet [and, if so, good for 
you] [weirdo!])—and my fourth Sweet 45, 
“Action” b/w “Medussa,” has already been 
bumped out of LI to make way for the Storey 










Sisters’ “Bad Motorcycle” (vun vun vun!) so 
what can i do? I had thought about clearing 
Love’s “7 & 7 Is” out of J1 to make room for 
“Bop-A-Lena,” but then i wound up giving 
that slot to “Down At Lulu’s” by the Ohio 
Express—meaning that with Sweet down to 
three entries, the Ohio Express are now the 
most well-represented band on the Rock- 
Ola™ with four singles (the other three being 
“Yummy Yummy Yummy” and “Chewy 
Chewy” at Q5 and S5, and “Beg Borrow and 
Steal” secretly lodged at J2 (i say “secretly” 
because the jukebox tab actually says it’s 
“Fan Mail” b/w “Tricia Toyota” by the 
Dickies—the jukebox’s prior owner, Timm 
Buechler [formerly of Rebel Waltz, duly 
represented with “Caught” b/w “Jack” in the 
Nl/Pl hole], made his own custom jukebox 
tabs for each song. I made my own, too, but 
i’m more a traditionalist and go for a more or 
less uniform look [my concessions to punk/ 
wave aesthetics being primarily constrained 
to the Stereofidelic {i.e. “Now Wave”} font]. 
Timm made each one with custom graphics, 
lettering, etc. I thought they looked pretty 
lame, to be honest, but i really liked the 
Dickies one—possibly because that’s one of 
the greatest punk/wave record covers of all 
time. However, i paidNINETEEN FUCKING 
BUCKS for that record, so i’m not putting 
MY copy on the jukebox—therefore i 
decided, in my infinite wisdom, that the “Fan 
Mail” tab would always be a wild card tab— 
that the song would never actually be what it 
said it was [unless, of course, i decide to 
really fuck shit up by actually having it 
correspond to “Fan Mail” after all]. IT IS 
YOUR SWORN DUTY, as a DULY 
DEPUTIZED MEMBER OF THE POWER 
POP POLICE, to KNOW, AT ALL TIMES, 
what record is really underneath the “Fan 
Mail” tab at J2/K2. YOU HAVE BEEN 
WARNED .) Timm also gave me a couple of 
the records he had on the jukebox before he 
sold it—namely, the Messengers “That’s The 
Way A Woman Is” at Q1 (one of the best 
singles of ALL TIME; long-tenured readers 
might recall me writing a line-by-line 
dissection of this masterpiece for Hit List a 
few years back) and Lancelot Link & The 
Evolution Revolution’s “Sha-La Love You” 
at U8 (primo bubblegum played by 
chimpanzee secret agents disguised as a rock 
band. You think i’m kidding, but i’m not)— 
neither of which will be moved from their 
slots ‘til i’m fucking dead and graverobbers 
dig me up and steal ‘em as i intend to be 
buried in this thing. The Equals “Baby Come 
Back” at U1 is similarly beyond reproach; i’d 
put every damn record this band recorded on 
the jukebox if they had big holes, but let’s not 
go back to the black-with-a-big-hole thing 
again, it is a silly place. “Rock On” by David 
Essex at A2 seems vulnerable, but that song 
sounded good when my mom took me 
rollerskating in third grade and the chicks 
seem to dig it, so it stays. The Strawberry 
Alarm Clock’s “Incense and Peppermints” 
seems similarly unstable, yet, during arduous 
head-to-head testing, it has always performed 
well enough to hold onto the C2 slot. In G2, 
“Ramblin’ Gamblin’ Man” by Bob Seger has 


Trust me, guys: 
You are going to 
want to fuck on your 
jukebox. 



Illustration by Travis T. 

And girls are going 
to want to fuck on 
your jukebox. 


R®RCAKE 17 






























_ 








■ rhb ioi 

# Our first release! ^ 

1 One of the greatest un- ^ 

K released powerpop albums of 
I all time! 

f Features both rare singles as well^l 
as unreleased studio recordings and 
live cuts! LP $12 CD $10! ^ 
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with Daggerman Records! 
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Available Spring 2007 


Raxola 
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Vinyl only reissue of 1st LP! 

You know what this is! 

For the first time since it’s 
original release^ an OFFICIAL 
vinyl reissue! 
Available Spring 2007 


Radio City 

RHB-10S 

NY’s own Radio City! 

Amazing 

Raspberries/Badf inger/Big Star 
tinged tunes recorded in ‘77 & ’78! 
This will be a must have for powerpo] 
fans worldwide for years to come! 
CD and LP 

Available Spring 2007 


radio heartbeat 

RECORDS 


MARCH Z9tH-APRIL tst <g> SOUTHPAW in BROOKLYN, NT 
$22 a night/$80 four day passes available! 
radioheartbeat.net y www.ticketweb.com 

..L ? • - > , x- 




JBHSg mMILh ^8?^ 

I 20/20 

| NIKKI CORVETTE 
& THE STINGRAYS 
I THE NICE BOYS 
RIFF RANDELLS 
THE PETS 
BIG FUN 


THE SPEEDIES 
THE NEIGHBORHOODS 
THE BUSY SIGNALS 
TINA & THE TOTAL BABES 
BABY SHAKES 
BOYS CLUB 


THE POINTED STICKS 
THE FEVERS 
YUMYUMS 
THE SUSPICIONS 
BEAT BEAT BEAT 
THE FELT UPS 


SUNDAY 
APRIL 1st 

MILK <N* COOKIES 
THE GO 
PRAMBATH 
ELECTRIC SHADOWS 
TOP TEN 

GENTLEMAN JESSE 











a beat that sounds like stoned Nazis 
methodically goosestepping metal garbage 
cans to death and is voted off no Island of 
Rock, ever. None of the three Paul Revere & 
The Raiders offerings—ranging from the 
early, boogie-woogie piano instrumental 
“Like, Long Hair” at L2 to the seminal punk 
stomp of “Just Like Me” at (but not) L7 to 
the raucous and evolved “Let Me” at S7 can 
be moved (especially not “Let Me,” which 
was the first full song to play whilst i sexually 
christened the Rock-Ola™—with the tail end 


entertainment value—actually following up 
“Letter” with an unadvertised repeat of the 
A-side, followed by an unadvertised repeat 
of the B-side! Mercy! (note clever reference 
to fifth Ohio Express single) I give the kids 
some PUNK with the Weirdos “Destroy All 
Music” at G3, although i reserve the right to 
substitute Black Flag’s “Nervous Breakdown” 
ep if the mood strikes me. “Come On” by the 
New Adventures at J3 is a strangely 
compelling recitation of the Chuck Berry 
classic, “Bang Shang-A-Lang” by the Archies 


Bob seger has a beat that sounds 1 
methodically goosestepping metal 
death and is voted off no island 


of A5, “The Joker” by Steve Miller, being 
technically the first [for the record, the other 
Steve Miller records are V4, “Take The 
Money and Run,” and U7, “Rock’N Me”, 
and none of them are goin’ ANYWHERE— 
yes i like Steve Miller, thanks for asking, 
fuck you]). The Premiers “Farmer John” 
(N2) might be overthrown some day, if only 
because it’s neither the original (Don & 
Dewey) nor my favorite (Searchers) version, 
but the Donnas’ “Da Doo Ron Ron /1 Don’t 
Wanna Go To School” at Q2 is quite 
unmovable, especially now that i’ve taken 
off “Let’s Go Mano!” and only one classic 
Donnas 45 remains. Queen’s “Bicycle Race” 
b/w “Fat Bottomed Girls” at S2/T2 is an 
unlikely crowd pleaser (and may possibly 
serve the same functional utility as A1 in 
leaner [aka less lean] times), and “Any Way 
You Want It” by the Dave Clark Five is good 
enough to hold the fort at U2 at least until my 
copy of “Bongo Rock” by Preston Epps 
arrives. “Good Girls Don’t” by the Knack at 
A3 is the first legit power pop 45 in this 
discussion; the fact that it’s the edited version 
where she “puts you in your place” instead of 
“sitting on your face” is slightly counteracted 
by the fact that i got the PS autographed in 
’93. I don’t know if the Cars “My Best 
Friend’s Girl” and “Just What I Needed” (at 
E7 and C3, respectively) count as power pop 
or new wave, but if the Methadones can 
count goddamn SCANDAL as power pop, i 
think i get the first two Cars singles. Speaking 
of the Methadones, the Rock-Ola™ sports 
the original versions of two of the songs they 
covered on “21 st Century Power Pop Riot”— 
“I’m The Leader Of The Gang (I Am)” by 
Gary Glitter at Q3, and the immortal “Starry 
Eyes” by the Records at N5. Let the...er... 
record show that the flip of “Starry Eyes” at 
P5 is, in fact, “Paint Her Face”—most copies 
of the record that i’ve seen actually have a 
stereo/mono “Starry Eyes” instead (Gary 
Glitter continues pleasuring the kids with 
“Rock And Roll” Pts. 1 and 2 at J8/K8, 
don’tcha know). At E3, “I’d Rather Do The 
Dog With Dorothy Stratten” remains my 
favorite Angry Samoans song bar none , with 
the flip side, “Letter From Uncle Sam” 
providing the Rock-01a™’s best 


at L3 is so straight-up perfect that, in my 
youth, i once made my dad turn off the 
clippers during a garage haircut when i heard 
it playing on the radio, and “Aba-Daba-Do 
Dance” by T. Lance & The Coctails at N3 is 
pretty much the greatest record ever. Even 
Tim Yohannan loved it! It would be 
disrespectful to own a jukebox without S3, 
“Psycho” by the Sonics, and U3, “Out Of 
Our Tree” by the Wailers, so we’U hear 
naught of replacing them, although i find i 
am enjoying the b-sides, “Have Love Will 
Travel” (T3) and “You Weren’t Using Your 
Head” (V3) more than the a-sides these days. 
At A4, the Beach Boys “Surfin’ Safari” b/w 
“409” used to belong to my Uncle John, and 
“409” isn’t worth listening to in that shitty 
stereo mix you get nowadays so it can’t be 
budged— nor can C4, “Surfin’ Bird” by the 
Trashmen, for obvious reasons (i.e., i don’t 
suck). “The Wanderer” by Dion sounds SO 
flicking amazing coming out of a jukebox 
that it booted the Viletones from the E4 slot, 
and i once embarrassed my cousin by playing 
G4, “I’m Henry VIII, I Am” at his local 
hangout, so it obviously has to stay so i can 
repeat the offense. HERMAN’S HERMITS 
RULE ALL!!! I give props to the best band 
ever from De Pere (not to mention the best 
band ever to include the son of a two-time 
Super Bowl MVP on guitar) with The Tyrants 
“Hard To Get” b/w “Attitude” at J4/K4, and 
i’m not sure if the fact that i once sold a copy 
of this record for $200 and now got it on my 
jukebox makes me cool or stupid. Further 
local props go to Fun w/Atoms, with 
“National Geographic Girl” at N8. 
FANTASTIC AMAZING TRIVIA FACT: 
The guy who did the sleeve graphics for N8 
also played drums on J4/K4! Wow! I had the 
Johnny & The Hurricanes version of “Red 
River Rock” on L4, but replaced it with the 
Hentchmen’s version as a nod to Johnny 
Hentch, because i once partied in his 
Hamtramck basement and he had a jukebox, 
so there ya go. At N4, “Hot Child In The 
City” by Nick Gilder is a sonic chick magnet, 
but for me, the real appeal is the flipside, 
“Backstreet Noise” on P4. In order to. boost 
sagging punkness ratings, the next two 
records are Teengenerate’s “Play The Kids” 


ep at Q4/R4 and the Rip Offs “Now I Know 
(It’s You)” and “Can I Come Over” at T4. S4 
is broken, so that’s where the blank B-side of 
the Rip Offs’ single goes! I keep threatening 
to remove Danny & The Juniors “At The 
Hop” from C5, but, although close, have 
failed to pull the trigger. “Ca Plane Pour 
Moi” b/w “Pogo Pogo” by Plastic Bertrand at 
E5/F5 and “Groovy Times” b/w “Gates of 
the West” by the Clash at G5/H5 are 
untouchable, and i demand to have at least 
one Aerosmith record on this thing at all 

ike stoned Nazis 
garbage cans to 
of Rock, ever. 

times, so “Back In The Saddle” at J5 it is! 
The Monkees “I’m A Believer” b/w “Steppin’ 
Stone” at L5/M5 needs no further explanation 
(although i will admit that i removed “ Valleri” 
b/w “Tapioca Tundra” because i never really 
liked “Valleri” as much as everybody else 
seems to). While Duane Eddy has taken 
major coolness point damage over the last 
decade or two—mainly on accounta not bein’ 
Link Wray—i maintain that “Rebel Rouser” 
at U5 is superior to anything Link Wray ever 
recorded (gasp!)! I have specially repackaged 
my jukebox to include the Ramones’ hit 
single “Sheena Is A Punk Rocker” b/w “I 
Don’t Care” at A6/B6, if for no other reason 
than “Do You Wanna Dance?” b/w 
“Babysitter” is getting kind of played out. At 
C6, “Saturday Night” by the Bay City Rollers 
is beginning to wear on me, but i refuse to 
remove it sheerly on general principle! So 
what’s expendable, then? “I’m In Trouble” 
b/w “If Only You Were Lonely” by the 
Replacements? NO! “My Coo Ca Choo” by 
Alvin Stardust? NO! “Little Pink Medicine” 
by the Swingin’ Neckbreakers? “Junior’s 
Farm” or “Jet” by Wings? “Hide and Seek” 
by Bunker Hill? “(I Can’t Get No) 
Satisfaction”? NO! NO! A THOUSAND 
TIMES NO! NOT “Lies” by the 
Knickerbockers! NOT “Dizzy” by Tommy 
Roe! NOT “Tears of a Clown” or “Come on 
Down to My Boat” or “King of the Road” or 
“Claudette” or Los Sexareenos or Mud or the 
Crazy Elephant of Blondie or Badfinger or 
fucking “Tie Me Kangaroo Down, Sport” by 
ROLF FUCKING HARRIS!!! EVERY 
RECORD on this GOD DAMN MOTHER 
FUCKING JUKEBOX is GOD DAMN 
MOTHER FUCKING INDISPENSIBLE!!! I 
CAN’T CHANGE A ONE!!! 

The answer is clear: I need another 
jukebox, so i can play my Ronnie Self record. 
Please email with price and condition: 
nrevorb@tds.net. Thank you, and keep your 
noses clean on my beat. 

Evol, 

Norb 
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“Tempera¬ 
ture was a 
balmy zero. 
Heat wave!” 


CHnJGASMS 

We had a trophy for who ate the 
most chili, and awards for 
stinkiest farts, worst breath, 
and best chili attire! 


The Dinghole Reports 

By the Rhythm Chicken 

(Commentary by Francis Funyuns) 

[Edited by Dr. Sicnarf] 

Cold, cold, cold). As I type this from my 
northwoods trailer, I am experiencing a most 
unfortunate discomfort. Today is by far the 
coldest day of this Wisconsin winter, but the 
cold is not the direct source of my discomfort. 
My bowels are full of eight different kinds 
of chili, and my toilet won't flush! The eight 
different kinds of chili is my fault, but the 
toilet not flushing is God’s doing. Perhaps I 
should back up a bit here. 

Yesterday was the Nor-Door Chili Run 
‘07. We had twelve rowdy guys in a van, 
all wearing their chili buttons and holding 
their chili signs. We went to six taverns here 
in northern Door County. Every participant 
had at least one cup of the house chili at each 
location, washed down with large amounts 
of beer. We marched into each establishment 
chanting, “Chi-LI! Chi-LI! Chi-LI! Chi- 
LI!” The side of our van had a warning sign 
“Nor-Door Chili Run Transport...runnin’ on 
fumes!” We were a menace! 

(Hey, Chicken. If you only stopped at six 
chili locations, why are your bowels filled 
with EIGHT different kinds of chili? - F.F.) 

Well, of course, I had^to start off 
such an important day in proper fashion. 

I had leftover Rhythm Chili at home for 
breakfast! Then at the chili run’s starting 
point some fine Milwaukee folks invited us 
into their RV to sample THEIR chili! The 
temps were in the negative single digits, 
just making the chili taste that much better! 
We had a trophy for who ate the most chili, 


and awards for stinkiest farts, worst breath, 
and best chili attire! We had all achieved 
CHILIGASM! The Nor-Door Chili Run, 
it’s the new Christmas! 

[Okay, Mr. Chicken. Now, why won’t 
your toilet flush? - Dr. S.] 

The last two evenings we had a low 
temperature of twenty below zero. This is the 
first time, to my knowledge, that the trailer’s 
pipes have frozen! I have no running water, 
hence no flushing of the toilet. Now I sit here 
with my bowels packed full of eight different 
chilis and nowhere to crap! 

(Why don’t you just drive into town and 
use a restroom there? - F.F.) 

I would, but my car won’t start. I think 
the gas line is frozen. I’m afraid it’s only a 
matter of time until I run out into the woods 
with some toilet paper. How fitting; all my 
necessities should freeze the morning after 
the chili run. I don’t know how much longer 
I can hold this in! 

[Excuse me, Mr. Chicken. Maybe you 
should give us some dinghole reports to help 
keep your mind off your rising chili pressure. 

Good idea. Some tales of ruckus might 
Just hold back the trouser chili. 

Dinghole Report #79: Poolside Ruckus 
for the Birthday Boy! 

(Rhythm Chicken sighting #382) 

It was a week before my nephew’s 
birthday party and he left a message on 
my answering machine. He requested 


that the Rhythm Chicken show up at his 
party, but this was no normal party. My 
sister had rented out their local small 
town indoor pool for his party. There were 
twenty-some eight- and nine-year-old 
boys, all swimming! I had never played 
at a birthday pool party and jumped at 
the chance. On the day of his birthday, 
I packed up my chicken kit and drove 
across the state. 

His party started promptly at six o’clock, 
so I showed up thirty minutes late to ensure 
they would all be occupied swimming and 
goofing off. I snuck my drums into the boys’ 
locker room and set up directly behind the 
door to the pool room. I could hear all the 
kids splashing and yelling. The time was 
right. I pulled on my Chicken head, opened 
the door, and mounted my kit. A few of the 
swimming boys noticed the door open and a 
large chicken sitting down behind a drumset. 
They were somewhat confused. 

Then with a monstrous, thundering 
echo, my opening drumroll filled the 
cavernous room! Instantly, the boys started 
screaming. They were screaming like little 
girls'. Shreeeeeeeking! I started rocking out 
some rhythms as my ears bounced to and 
fro* Every now and then I would halt my 
rhythms and listen to the monstrous echo. 
It was deafening ! The boys screamed and 
screamed. Slowly, they all left the water 
and stood around the locker room door. 
Some of them started dancing while others 
just screamed. My sister and brother-in-law 
were beside themselves with laughter. My 
nephew was bragging to his friends how the 
Rhythm Chicken is his uncle ! After a few 
minutes the concert was over and I pulled 
the locker room door shut. A few of the boys 
were yelling, “Come back, Chicken man!” 










Photo by Dr. Phil Arnold 


A few of the boys were yelling, 

“Come back, Chicken man!” 


Dinghole Report #80: Ruckus Below Zero! 

(Rhythm Chicken sightings #383 to 385) 

Finding myself in northern Wisconsin 
through February, I was once again able 
to partake in my favorite winter event: 
the Fish Creek Winter Games! This is the 
largest winter festival in the county, and 
most of it takes place outdoors. There are 
various gaming “events,” such as the bike 
toss, the toilet seat toss, ice volleyball, 
and minnow races. There is also a large 
tent where one can purchase beer, brats, 
and chili! 

—The Rhythm Chicken’s belly gurgles 
precariously— 

Oooooooooh, I better move on. So, 
Ruckus Thomas helped me haul my chicken 
kit from the car to the beer tent. I set up 
directly outside the tent entrance. The sun 
was out and the temperature was a balmy 
zero. Heat wave! I pulled on the Chicken 
head as a small crowd soon took notice. My 
opening drumroll roared through the games. 
A few folks left the heated beer tent to inspect 
the ruckus and offer their cheers. The games 
halted for a few minutes while ruckus filled 
the air! Ruckus'. 


Next, Ruckus Thomas and I lugged 
the chicken kit up two blocks to the main 
intersection in town. There, on the comer, was 
an odd decoration. It was some sort of large 
white bird with a few younger ones below 
hatching from their eggs. The large bird held his 
wings high, which inspired me. I set up on the 
sidewalk and was soon dispensing more winter 
festival ruckus. Cars honked! Pedestrians yelled 
and clapped! Dogs howled! There was a small 
group of girls who followed the ruckus from 
the beer tent! They cheered me on as Tom and 1 
moved the kit to the third and most anticipated 
stop of the tour: the Bayside Tavern. 

Now, overthe years, the Rhythm Chickenhas 
played outside of the Bayside Tavern numerous 
times, but never inside. This was to be the day! 
Inside, the tavern was mildly busy with festival 
goers. We moved the kit to the center of the room 
and set up. People all around were wondering 
where the rest of the band was. Ha'. I wasted no 
time pulling the head on and lettin’ loose with 
the ruckus! The tavern erupted with hoots and 
hollers! There was a little girl sitting at the table 
directly behind me. She was plugging her ears 
during my entire show! Ruckus'. There was a 
cocktail waitress who couldn’t get through. She 
stood there patiently holding her tray of beers, 


trying to make sense of the chicken concert in 
front of her. Joy and ruckus filled every square 
inch inside the Bayside Tavern. 

Incidentally, this very same Bayside 
Tavern was the third stop on our chili run! 
Smilin’ Bob’s Bayside Chili was by far the 
best chili of the day. Oooooooooooooh, 
my belly! 

[Mr. Chicken, you don’t look so well. 
I think the whites of your eyes are turning 
brown! - Dr. S.] 

(Honestly, Chicken. I don’t know how 
you can hold in eight different kinds of chili 
like that! You’re superhuman, I swear! - F.F.) 

—The Rhythm Chicken runs out into the 
arctic cold, screaming, until he simply explodes , 
leaving a large brown splatter on his snow- 
covered front yard, which quickly freezes.— 

-Rhythm Chicken 

rhythmchicken@hotmail.com 
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“There’s a definitive 
difference of being 
overly cautious and 
just plain exercising 
caution” 



It’s uncanny how you notice the different 
degrees of change all around you, from 
your earliest, vague thoughts as a revved- 
up heathen looking forward to starting 
kindergarten all the way up to your current 
state, sitting here with this magazine in your 
hands. When you’re a HP grade-schooler, 
the most noticeable winds of change usually 
include how the class workloads seem to 
get increasingly larger, not to mention much 
more difficult. “Holy crap! You want me 
to do what with these numbers?” Chewing 
on that #2 pencil eraser down to the metal, 
then biting down on said metal, hoping that 
some kind of math revelation would drop on 
your head like birdshit from above. “Wait 
a minute; you’re saying that our three-page 
report means writing on both sides of each 
sheet of paper?” And as a big f-you to your 
teacher for this six page scam, you’d figure 
out a way to insert bigger words, use longer 
cursive, and jot down every adjective you 
could conjure up. Besides these situations, I 
noticed other airs of change in my elementary 
school days: what was happening in music 
(think late ‘70s/early ‘80s), the exciting (yet 
peculiar) first feelings us male creeps got 
about girls, and the fact that there were a 
small percentage of kids in our age bracket 
who were experimenting with cigs, booze, 
and other forms of narcotic entertainment. 

I started to notice the experimenting 
types around the 5 th grade. I know, the 5 th 
grade seems a likely age for little Johnny to 
bootleg some of his parents’ smokes and try 
‘em on for size with his or her pals. We’ve 
all pretty much been there. But, fuck, it’s 
still a pretty young time for any ten year old 
to be giving it the old college try with booze 
or lighting up their older siblings* joints. 
Around 5 th grade, the mother of one of my 
friends was a 100% full-on biker mom who 
often had some gnarly parties at her house. 
She was always way cool, but shooed us 
outta the living room as booze, buds, and 
blow were of the norm at these shindigs. It 
was crazy getting my head around the idea 
that parties like this were happening at one 
of my friend’s houses, as there was a big 
cross section of different types of families 
living around our part of the city. But I was 
always cool with the fact that his mom made 
damn sure that we weren’t trying to horn in 
on the adult fun. I also remember one of 
our classmates in 6 th grade who brought a 


sandwich baggy full of green capsules to 
school one day, only to get severely busted 
after trying to sell some. 

I was growing up in La Mirada at the 
time, a city just inside the L.A. County 
line, and our school district had shut down 
the junior high in my neighborhood some 
years prior, selling it off to Biola College. 
For my bike riding pals and me, it was K- 
7 th grade and then straight to high school, 
which was 8 th through 12 th grade; no in 
between transition. My neighborhood 
was a great middle class neighborhood to 
grow up in during my grade school years, 
and there were a lot of teenagers and older 
people living around us at the time, all of 
whom were always looking out for my older 
brother, sister, and me. 

What was so strange to me was that even 
in my 5 th grade year, I knew exactly who the 
fuck-ups in my neighborhood were. I mean, 
you couldn’t help but see them constantly 
partying with Budweisers and weed in their 
parents’ garages, or down the block, hanging 
out at the park, getting loaded on god knows 
what. One particular hotshot on our street 
actually boosted his mom’s blender out of 
the kitchen because he’d found a working 
electrical outlet at the park. I’ll never forget 
riding up on my Schwinn Stingray to the 
clattering, ice-rattling scene of him and his 
pals mixing margaritas during the middle of 
a summer afternoon in a public park. To me, 
that was pretty fucking funny. There were 
definitely a fair share of shenanigans going 
on in my ‘hood, but I never looked down on 
any of ‘em for it ‘cause they did what they 
did and it was what it was. 

They all seemed to respect my parents, 
probably more out of fear because of my 
dad not thinking twice to put one of his 
boots up their asses if they ever offered any 
of us three a beer or what they happened to 
be smoking or ingesting. My dad was (and 
mom still is) very adamant about the end 
result of screwing around with dope. Even 
when we were real young, it was never 
sugarcoated or swept under the rug when it 
came to doling out the cold, hard facts of why 
some addicted folks ended up the way they 
did. When I used to get in trouble at school, 

I vividly remember my dad telling me to 
keep it up if I wanted to end up like “one of 
these fucking burnouts down the block.” It 
kinda puzzled me as to why he’d be saying 


things like that to me for simply screwing 
around, or being loud or disruptive in class. 
Of course, as I got older, I understood it 
wasn’t a literal warning, but instead a heed 
to watch my ass as to where I was heading; 
a slippery slope type of situation. 

It was around this time in my life that I 
really started to understand what it meant to 
learn by example, even if it was pretty black 
and white by my father’s standards. My 
mother, bless her patient soul, is just as firm 
as my dad was, but speaks in a lower, more 
rational tone backed with solid reasoning 
as to why some dragons just aren’t worth 
chasing. To this day, both my parents have 
never given me one single piece of bad 
advice, and for that I’m forever grateful 
and wouldn’t trade any of it for anything in 
the world. The best part of all of it is that 
it taught me to make my own decisions 
without blindly walking into traffic, so to 
speak. It also shed some clarity on the shit 
that I was soon taking on as a teenager and 
taught me to not live in a protected, Ned 
Flanders-like bubble. There’s a definitive 
difference of being overly cautious and 
just plain exercising caution, and it felt 
pretty good not being paranoid simply by 
paying attention to the examples of things 
happening around me. 

I remember later on in high school 
that I started smoking and my parents not 
being too excited about it. I thought I was 
real slick, figuring that my dad wouldn’t 
be able to tell as he himself was keen on 
all things tobacco. But, being that my ma 
didn’t smoke, she could smell it on me a 
mile away. Who was I trying to fool? I sure 
wasn’t trying to fool myself, and I remember 
having the sit-down with the both of ‘em 
after getting home one night. The weird 
thing was that neither of ‘em were ready 
to explode; the conversation was actually 
pretty calm. Dad’s remarks were something 
to the effect of, “You should really quit, 
‘cause this shit ain’t good for you,” going on 
how he couldn’t quit ‘cause he been doing it 
for so many years. (Shit excuse, if you ask 
me.) Moms basically laid it out how there’s 
not a single redeeming value in lighting up 
a cig. (And there really isn’t, if you stop and 
think about it.) 

Thinking I was indestructible (like 
every good adolescent should), I was 
reminded just how rampant heart disease 





















and cancer runs on both sides of my 
family and that smoking really upped the 
ante for history repeating itself. It felt a 
bit strange to walk away from a talk with 
my parents with them leaving a decision 
like that completely up to me. No reverse 
psychology, no physical punishment or 
endless months of being grounded. It was 
just me and some common sense that had 
found its way into my brain over the years 
and that felt pretty damn cool. Needless to 
say, I finally nipped that shit in the bud a 
few years later and shitcanned the idea of 
smoking altogether. 

For some reason or another, I never 
really got into the whole drinking thing 
during my last years of high school when 
everyone else was going full throttle. 
Drinking really never interested me to 
begin with, even though both my parents 
drank on occasion, and my brother and 
sister were knocking out their fair share of 
rounds. What’s funny is that it’s not that 
I never tried anything; I couldn’t see the 
point of getting past a coupla sips of any 
beer, wine, or hard liquor. Just wasn’t into 
it, but I whole-heartedly supported and 
still support anyone who wishes to do so. 
To each, their own, I always say. One night 
some years back, my old bass player (The 
Torrez) and I were sitting at the bar after 
finishing our set, and he was continuing his 
high with additional 12oz frosty treats. A 
stranger approached us and said, “Damn, 
your bass player is gonna die if he keeps 
drinking like that.” Unflinched, The 
Torrez toasted the nosey fuck and replied, 
“Everyone’s gotta die of something.” 
Pissed that no one asked this guy to begin 
with, I snapped, “Yeah, and old age takes 
too long.” Assholes like this need to mind 
their own fucking business. Over the years, 
even to this day, I often get mistaken for 
being straight edge, just because I seem to 
have no valid reason as to why I don’t drink 
or partake of the vast narcotic cornucopia. 

I got christened with my nickname 
years ago by my old Flipside cohort and 
friend, Martin McMartin and my pal Bill 
Burks, who used to sling a mean lead 
guitar for The Humpers. The name stuck 
after driving them both home after a gig 
one night and they noticed how much 
of a golden ticket it is to have a reliable 
designated driver when the evening winds 
down in the wee hours of the morning. 
Anyone who really knows me knows that 
I have no affiliation whatsoever with the 
so-called “straight edge movement.” No 
preaching allowed. I actually think that if 
someone doesn’t want to put his or her body 
through drugs, alcohol, meat, caffeine, or 
promiscuous sex, they should do so on 
their own and not be so goddamned vocal 
and/or opinionated about it. The ones like 
this are like listening to those boastful 
types in the crowd speaking loudly about 
their “cool band,” swinging their dick 
about how fucking rad they are. C’mon. 
If you do what you want for yourself, then 
that’s all that matters. The ones who get 
vocal and/or preachy about it smack of 


being fanatical like a large percentile of 
born-again Christians—why so defensive? 
(That’s a whole other column...don ? t even 
get me started). 

I’ll be the first to raise my hand to 
say I’m nowhere near perfect, but when it 
comes to doing my own thing, it sure, isn’t 
fucking around with anyone else’s way 
of life. Tolerance, like change, can be a 


surprisingly good thing. Don’t be scared. 
Now you’ll have to excuse me. I have a steak 
that needs barbecuing and a colon that needs 
impacting. Bacon up that sausage, boy! 

I’m Against It 
-Designated Dale 

designateddale@yahoo.com 
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indiefprinting 


2025 SOUTH TAMIAMI TRAll 
VENICE, FLORIDA 34293 
PHONE: 941.497.0510 
INTERNET: WWW.ILOVEIMPRINT.COW 
EMAIL: INFO@ILOVEIMPRINT.COM 
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POSTERS 

500 FULL COLOR 
11X17 POSTERS 
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Includes plates & shipping 
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1000 FULL COLOR 
11X17 POSTERS 


includes plates & shipping 
no extra charges 


CDs 


1000 CDs 

complete with 4/1 - 4 panel folder and tray 
up to 3 colors on disc face 
packaged and shrink wrapped 

plus overs and shipping 

1000 BULK CDs 

price includes: 
up to 3 colors on disc face, 
glass mastering and shipping 

no extra charges 


IMPRINT INDIE PRINTING specializes in print and manufacturing 
for independent record labels, artists and bands. 

Since 1994 we've been helping people create projects to be 
proud of. We understand every step in the process of putting 
out records and CDs... We know this because we have done this 
ourselves... 

From 7 inch and LP covers to posters, CD and DVD replication to 
custom print work, we take as much pride in your project as you 
do. We are equipped to give you the best quality at great prices. 
No matter how big or small your project is, we handle them all 
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myspace.com/addrecords - littletype.com 
noidearecords.com - interpunk.com 
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a memoir 


TH 



by aimee cooper 


“Innocent girl befriends motley gang of fellow punks who end up turning her 
share house into a sea of sleeping bag-clad bodies, and eventually ends up with 
the honours of watching over Johnny Thunders as he passes out in her living 
room, and preparing a dinnerparty for the members of Black Flag... It’s a story 
of how our music finds us, beating us over the head and dragging us on a 
soundtracked journey into life." —Logged Off, Australia 


“A must in every punk and hardcore kid’s bookshelf.” —i Quebec Hardcore News 


‘Damn hard to put down. ” —Shredding Paper Magazine 

www.punkrockmemoir.com 
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THE PEOPLE WE'YE HAB THE 
PLEASURE TO BO HERCH FOR: 

AGAINST ME!, BRING BACK THE 
GUNS, BUXTON, BY THE END OF 
TONIGHT (TEMPORARY RESIDENCE 
LTD), CHEMICAL X MAGAZINE, 
COMMUNIQUE (LOOKOUT RECORDS), 
DILLINGER FOUR (FAT WRECK 
CHORDS), DJ CEEPLUS, FAKE 
PROBLEMS (SABOT PRODUCTIONS), 
FEAR FACTORY, GOD'S TEMPLE OF 
FAMILY DELIVERANCE, GRANT 
OLNEY AND THE BROKEDOWN 
GOSPEL (ASIAN MAN RECORDS), THE 
JONBENET (PLUTO RECORDS), 
KMFDM, THE LAST STARFIGHTER, 
LATTERMAN (DEEP ELM RECORDS), 
MC CHRIS (MC PEEPANTS ON ADULT 
SWIM), NOTHING NICE TO SAY, O 
PIONEERS!!! (TEAM SCIENCE 
RECORDS), OVERT SKATEBOARDS, 
PLUTO RECORDS, SAN ANTONIO 
ROCK CITY, ...SAYS I, SHARKS AND 
SAILORS, SMOKING POPES (VICTORY 
RECORDS), SNMNMNM, SPAIN 
COLORED ORANGE, SUPERCHANGO 
TATTOOS, WHAT THE HELL VIDEOS, 
WHILE YOU WERE GONE & AND SO 
MANY MORE! 


FOR MORE INFORMATION VISIT 
IHEARTUPRODUCTIONS.COM 
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$22 
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$120 
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28 
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20 

$4.40 

$800 

30 

4.30 

5.80 

50 

4.25 

5.55 

75 

4.20 

5.30 

100 

4.10 

5.10 

160 

4.00 

4.97 

200 

3.90 

4.89 


LOOK FOR THESE TEAM SCIENCE RELEASES OUT NOW= 


0 PIONEERS!!! BLACK MAMBAS 

TEAM SCIENCE 003 

Raw, loud 2-piece from the fattest city in the country. This is the first 
full length from O Pioneers!!! Black Mambas is in every way a punk 
record, for better or worse. 11 songs that speak about community, 
friends and failed relationships. 1 

For fans of: Against Me! Fake Problems 


TEAM SCIENCE RECORDS 

LOOK FOR THESE NEW RELEASES IN 2007! 


LOOK OUT UNRESTRAINED EP I- 

I TEAM SCIENCE 002 C j 

First release from San Antonio's Look Out. Imagine this: a Texan No ' * 

Warning! This EP is six songs on topics that you might expect from 1 - ' 

angry kids playing angry music: fear of enviromental destruction i / 

frustration with religious simpletons, concern for overpopulation the N ^ 

confusion and chaos of life, etc. I s 

For fans of: Champion, Inside-Out, No Warning L:... . W. 

Kl 0 PIONEERS!!! SAW WHEEL SPUT CD 

I ^ TEAM SCIENCE 001 

A Jhe release is Houston's own O Pioneers!!! and Austin's very own 
Saw Wheel, both bands hailing from the great state of Texas O 
m Pioneers!!! deliver a hard hitting mix of Gainesville sounding punk 

P birt very perstwaT Wheel delivers a folk sound not like any other, 

For fans of: Hot Water Music Avaj , 0ne Reason 

ALSO AVAILABLE^ 

FIGHT PRETTY GHOSTS ALONG THE BRAZOS CD 

TEAM SCIENCE 004 


THE MEASURE (SA) HISTORICAL FICTION CD 

The Measure (SA) are from NJ. They play gritty pop punk in 
the vein of American Steel and Discount with a dash of Bruce 
Spingsteen and The Pixies. Add a little midwestern flair and 
they are one nice little package. It's like a nice little Saturday 
For fans of New Jeresey basements and snowcones 

LP AVAILABLE ON DON GIOVANNI / SALINAS RECORDS 


0 PI °N£ErLT* a °A® THF il. ALS0 C °MlNr on 

/IN BP 


FOR MORE INFORMATION: TEAMSQENCERECORDS.COM 


UNDERGROUND COMMUNIQUE RECORDS 


1220 W. Hood Ave #2, Chicago, Illinois 60660 


Available from Choke, RedLineDistribuHon.com & lnterpunk.com 
Make checks or money orders payable to Justin Schwier, qq| UCR, thanks. 


Angel Eyes 

Something to do with death. CD <a) 

Few and the Proud 

Stampede LP (A) 

(CD available from Organized Crime Records) 
(ex Hostage Situation & Double Crossed) 

Four Star Alarm 

new! Tilted / Cities in Dust 7” (C) 

(one sided with an etched B side) 

Fourth Rotor 

Plain CD (8) 

(LP available from Southkore Records) 

(ex Ambition Mission, 8 Bark & V. Reverse) 

Pricing guide: A. $10 ppd. 


Haunted Life 

the Dust Has Settled CDEP (C) 

(ex Expired Youth) 

HeWhoCorrupts 

the Discographer 2 x LP m 

(Comes with a coloring book & other goodies) 

J Church / Minority Blues Band 

4 song split 7” (D) 

Mexican Cheerleader 

Kings and Kings’ Hoots CD (A) 
newer! Mexican Mystery Tour CDEP (C) 
(ex Oblivion & Apocalypse Hoboken) 

/ B. $7 ppd. C. $6 ppd. / D 


www.Undercomm.org 

“Our bands aren't going to take over the world, we just like what they do. We hope you do too." 

My Big Beautiful 

new! The Way Things Are: the 
Soundtrack to My Life, Volume 1 CD <A) 

(cp-release with Fudgesickill Records) 

x ONE WAY x 


s/t 40 song LP (w/ free CD of record) (A) 
(ex Thursday, mbr of Between the Wars) 

0 Pioneers!!! 

new! Black Mambas LP & CD (A) 
(CO is a co-release with Team Science) 

Report Suspicions Activity 

new! "Dreamland" CDEP (C) 

(ex Articles of Faith, Jawbox, Kerosene 454) 

$5 ppd. / E.14 ppd. All price 


Roiio Tomasi 

Work Slow Crush Foes CD (A) 

(ex Gauge & Hanalei) 

Shot Baker <a> 

new! Awake CD (re-recorded, re-release) (A) 
new! -split 7’ w/ Vacation Bible School (D) 
(both bands doing Vindictives covers) 

v/A-the World I Know 

(Pegboy Tribute compilation) CD <c) 

(with Matt Skiba, Vic Bondi, Haymarket Riot, 
Deminer, Shot Baker, RolloTbmasi, My Big 
Beautiful & 17 more!!) 

postage paid in the U. S. 

















































“Of course your 
kid’s gonna be a 
drug addict if you 
give him 'Jones’ 
for a first name.” 


Memories of murder in MS Life 


My brother had the big idea to make and 
sell "Free Jones Hand” T-shirts. Jones Hand 
was a guy I went to high school with. He sat 
behind me in an advanced algebra class. We 
weren’t friends, exactly, but we talked a lot. 
He signed my yearbook. “To a pal. Keep in 
touch,” he wrote. I think I only asked him to 
sign it because he asked me to sign his, and I 
didn’t want to seem like a dick. I remember 
thinking that Jones was a good enough guy, 
even if he did reek of booze most mornings. 

A few years later, Jones had a psychotic 
break and attacked his Narcotics Anonymous 
sponsor with a hatchet. Jones cracked the 
poor guy’s head open. 

When the news hit my hometown, most 
people acted stunned. I told them, “I blame 
the parents. Of course your kid’s gonna be a 
drug addict if you give him ‘Jones’ for a first 
name.” I rarely got a laugh when I said that. 

My sister was shaken up by it all. She 
was friends with Charles Hand, Jones’s 
younger brother. Charles was rightfully tom 
up about all this. In fact, no one thought my 
brother’s idea about a “Free Jones Hand” 
T-shirt was funny. People responded to him 
with that long, slow, scolding “dude.” As in, 
“Duuuude. Not funny.” 

I thought it was funny. I wanted one of 
those T-shirts. 

I still kinda want one. 

I don’t even remember Ramon’s real 
name. He’d been in a high school Spanish 
class with my brother. Ramon was his 
Spanish class name. He was a suburban 
white kid like the rest of us. He worked at the 
Cinnabun in the mall. In those days, it wasn’t 
uncommon for my brother, my friends, and 
me to get a big soda at the mall, spike it with 
whiskey, and get drunk on the mall benches. 
This led to a lot of heckling. Ramon was 
often on the receiving end of this heckling. 
Nothing malicious. Just longwinded hoots of 
“Ramooooon” when he walked by. 

Ramon was a tall, fat, sad guy. He’d shake 
off the heckles with a wave of his hand. 

Our ability to heckle Ramon ended when 
Ramon killed a hooker under the 520 bridge. 
A buddy of his helped Ramon dispose of the 
hooker’s body. They both got caught. 

Wendy was part of the whole crew I ran 
with back then. She was a sweet girl. There’s 
no other way to put it. She dated my brother 


for a while. Even my brother would say, 
“She’s too nice of a girl to date a guy like 
me.” They broke up after a couple of months. 
I don’t remember why. It wasn’t hostile or 
anything. Everyone remained friends. She 
was still part of the crew. 

Wendy had a thing about birthdays. 
She always remembered people’s birthdays. 
On my twenty-third birthday, everyone 
forgot. My parents forgot to call. I worked 
all day with my brother. He forgot. No 
one at work remembered. My roommates 
didn’t remember. That night, we all went 
out drinking. Not to celebrate my birthday. 
Just because we drank every night. I ran 
into Wendy that night. She said, “Happy 
birthday.” She bought me a beer. 

When Brian Zettle turned twenty-one, we 
all went out to celebrate. Since he actually 
didn’t turn twenty-one until midnight, we 
started the night at the restaurant where 
Wendy worked. Wendy brought us our first 
pitcher of beer and said to Brian, “You turn 
twenty-one tomorrow, don’t you?” Brian 
nodded. Wendy said, “Happy birthday.” She 
served us several pitchers before the ten 
o’clock closing time. 

We all ended up at Spanky’s Pub. Wendy 
included. I drank a lot. Threw darts. Talked 
smack. Played songs on the jukebox. We all 
did. At midnight, Brian wanted to get his first 
legal drink at the strip club around the comer. 

I remember inviting Wendy to go with us, just 
to be polite. Very politely, Wendy said, “No 
thanks.” She was hanging out with a dude. 
For the life of me, I can’t remember what he 
looked like. Wendy introduced me to him. I 
shook his hand. 

Later that night, after the rest of us had 
closed the strip club and stumbled drunkenly 
home, Wendy’s dude took the same hand 
that he’d used to shake my hand, wrapped it 
around Wendy’s neck, and strangled her. 

Now, I think about Wendy every time I 
have a birthday. 

Bart Staeger was one of my brother’s 
roommates in college. He got in a fight with 
a guy named Steve Austin—I’m not kidding 
about the name; it’s real—outside a bar in 
Orlando. Steve Austin punched Bart. Bart 
kicked Steve. Steve fell on the curb, cut open 
his head, and, because he was a hemophiliac, 
he bled to death. Orlando doctors did not have 
the technology. They could not rebuild him. 


Bart’s one kick was renamed 
manslaughter and he was sentenced to five 
years in a maximum security prison. I heard 
he made parole in his third year. 

John Cox trained me when I started 
at the Groundhog Tavern. He showed me 
around a lot during my first days in Atlanta. 
He introduced me to a couple of other servers 
who would become lifelong friends of mine. 

Back in those days, he dated this beautiful 
girl, Nikki. Nikki was pregnant with John’s 
baby. They were keeping the baby and 
would get married one day. In the meantime, 
John spent a good bit of time cheating on 
Nikki. Sometimes, he’d take his dates to the 
Groundhog. For some reason, he always sat 
in my section on these dates. I felt a little like 
I was cheating on Nikki when I served them. 

I worked with John for a long time. I quit 
the Groundhog, moved to Arizona, moved 
back to Atlanta, worked with John again at 
the Groundhog. By this time, he was tending 
bar there. I never really drank at John’s bar, 
but a lot of hours of my life have been spent 
drinking with John. 

The last time I saw him, a few years later, 
John had this huge abscessed tooth. It looked 
like he was smuggling a tangerine in his 
cheek. We played darts, did some shots, talked 
about old times. I’d like to say it was good to 
see John that night. Usually, it was good to 
see John. On this night, it wasn’t. John was all 
coked out and aggressive. I even let him win a 
game of darts, just to calm him down a bit. 

I worried a little about Nikki and John’s 
five-year-old daughter. 

At the end of the night, I told John, “Man, 
you gotta take care of that tooth. If that shit 
bursts inside your mouth and you swallow 
the poison, it’s gonna kill you.” 

I don’t know if that’s true about an 
abscessed tooth. I wasn’t talking about the 
tooth, anyway. 

A couple of years later, back in Atlanta, 
hanging out with one of those lifelong friends 
John had introduced me to, talking about all 
the old crew, I asked her about John Cox. Her 
eyes got big. “You haven’t heard?” she said. I 
shook my head. “Nikki was cheating on him 
and he couldn’t take it. He came home one 
night, shot her, and shot himself.” 

I couldn’t believe it. “They’re both dead?” 

“No. He killed Nikki, but when he shot 
himself, it didn’t kill him. He’s paralyzed.” 
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“So he’s in prison now? Paralyzed?” 

My friend nodded, big-eyed and sad. 

“And the little girl?” 

“Living with Nikki’s mom.” 

Tom Schwering was a shop teacher at 
my high school. One summer, I worked 
on a carpentry crew with him. The guy 
was kind of a hero to me. He was always 
giving me advice about dating girls, and 
the thing was, his advice actually worked. 
The year after I graduated high school, 
Schwering got shot in a botched coke 
deal. He survived. He lost his job at the 
high school, though, and moved back 
to his hometown in upstate New York. 
Rumor has it that he got shot in another 


coke deal in New York, and that time, he 
didn’t survive. 

And so on. 

I was tending bar at the Phoenix Brew Pub 
one night. At closing time, only three people 
sat at the bar: my manager, Glenn the brewer, 
and a guy named Kevin, who used to be my 
manager at the Groundhog. Since Glenn was 
part owner and everyone else outranked me, 
I let them help themselves to drinks while 
I did all the work of closing down. I hosed 
down the floor, dragged the bar mats into the 
kitchen, emptied the trash, wiped the bottles 
and the bar, counted out the bank and the tips, 
and everything else. Glenn, Kevin, and my 


manager kept drinking 
and chatting through it 
all. When I was done, 

I poured myself a beer 
and suggested darts. 

We played several 
games, all with little 
wagers. Kevin won 
the majority of games 
and I won everything 
he didn’t. Glenn lost 
them all. 

I should have noticed 
that Glenn was a sore 
loser. I should not have 
started teasing Glenn 
about the little man purse 
that he always carried 
around. And I absolutely 
should not have let the 
manager pull the bottle 
of Jagermeister out of 
the cooler. 

Two shots of Jager, 
one more game of darts 
that I won and Glenn 
lost, and five or six more 
man purse jokes later, 
Glenn showed me what 
he carried in his man 
purse: a .45 millimeter 
pistol. A Glock. Glenn 
showed it to my by 
pointing it at my head. 
“Do you know what this 
is?” he asked. 

“Put the fucking gun 
down, Glenn,” I said. 

Glenn tried to make 
some kind of point. I 
have no idea what that 
point was. I didn’t even 
listen. I thought about 
all the lines of coke that 
Glenn and Kevin had 
inhaled off my freshly 
wiped bar. I remembered 
someone telling me 
that Glocks don’t have 
a safety. I answered 
everything Glenn said by 
saying, “Put the fucking 
gun down, Glenn.” My 
manager and Kevin 
joined me in the chorus. 
Glenn kept talking. I 
kept looking down the barrel. I thought about 
Wendy and Ramon and Bart and Schwering 
and Jones Hand. I didn’t think about John 
Cox and Nikki because they were both still 
alive and walking at this point. Had they not 
been, I may have thought about them, too. 
Mostly, I thought about me and said, “Put the 
fucking gun down, Glenn.” 

Finally, he put the fucking gun down. 

I didn’t finish my beer or say a word or 
even pick my jacket up off the bar stool. I 
walked straight out the door. 

-Sean Carswell 
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“Joan actually 
opened the Panama 
Canal physically 
with the big wheel” 



Nardwuar 

‘•"“‘vtJoanM 


Nardwuar: Who are you? 

Joan Jett: [laughs] Who am I? I’m Joan Jett. 
Nardwuar: Now Joan, you produced The 
Germs. Did you really see Lemmy ofMotorhead 
beat up Darby Crash of the Germs? 

Joan: [laughs] I saw him try, definitely. Yeah, 
‘cause Darby came to see us in England, and, 
you know, he was probably a bit out of it. 
I think he jumped on stage or something 
like that, ‘cause I don’t remember seeing 
too clearly, either. And Lemmy and some of 
the boys started beatin’ on him and I’m like, 
“No! He’s a friend of mine!” And Kenny 
Laguna, my songwriting partner, we had to 
stop the beating. 

Nardwuar: Joan Jett, you have a new song 
called “Bad Time.” 

Joan: That’s one of the songs on the new 
CD, yeah. 


Nardwuar: Did Canada, at one time, give The 
Runaways a bad time when you opened up for 
Rush? Were Rush mean to The Runaways? 
Joan: Well, I believe some of the guys in Rush 
weren’t really Runaways fans and probably 
made a few remarks here and there, yeah. 
Nardwuar: Why would that happen? Rush! 
That’s like Canada’s national band! Have 
you seen them since? Do you have any idea 
why they would do that? Can you remember 
anything about that incident? 

Joan: You know, it’s kind of vague because 
it was so long ago but I think one of the guys 
said something derogatory about us. We’re, you 
know, standing side stage or something and 
I was probably really angry at the time, but as 
I look back on it, you just have to take it with 
a grain of salt and figure he fits in with many 
people who are threatened by women playing 


rock’n’roll and it wasn’t about the music. Maybe 
the audience liked us better or something. 
Nardwuar: Many people in Canada do love 
you! Especially photographer Bev Davies. 
She took these shots here. [Nardwuar hands 
photos to Joan Jett.] I don’t know if you 
remember, from the Commodore Ballroom 
in Vancouver, in 1980. 

Joan: I don’t actually, but I do remember 
the time. 

Nardwuar: Now looking closely. What are 
you wearing? 

Joan: [laughs] I don’t know what the hell 
that is! 

Nardwuar: There’s something around your 
neck. Is that a baby pacifier around your neck? 
Joan: Yes, it is. It’s a pacifier. And that is 
sort of a remembrance—something to signify 
something that I went through with The 
Runaways. When The Runaways went to 
Scandinavia for the first time, to Sweden, we 
got off the plane and were greeted by hundreds 
of beautiful girls. Blonde girls, like young 
teenagers, wearing real pacifiers and sucking on 
them saying, “Can we have your autograph?” 
We were like totally confused by the whole 
experience. You know, we had just come from 
Japan where we were also held in high esteem 
by all the young girls. And I understood that a 
little more because, in Japanese society, women 
are second class citizens. So girls were looking 
at us as empowering them, I suppose. But 
the whole pacifier thing, I was confused, and 
I asked them, and they said, “It’s a fad. It’s a 
fashion.” So, one day, I found a silver pacifier 
in a jewelry store and I just had to get it. And 
that’s what that’s about. 

Nardwuar: From Vancouver, 1980, Joan 
Jett! Another Canadian that loves you is 
Peaches. Peaches loves you and you love 
Peaches, too! 

Joan: Yeah, I think Peaches is great, actually. 

I think she’s a lot of fun, her music is a lot of 
fun, and I just saw her actually play, opening 
for Nine Inch Nails in Milwaukee a couple 
weeks ago. 

Nardwuar: Joan Jett, Peaches loves feminine 
body hair. Do you think feminine body hair 
is underrated? 

Joan: Yeah, I guess it depends on who you 
ask, definitely. 









Photo by Bev Davies 


Nardwuar: Joan Jett, you also 
have a song called “Fetish.” 

Joan: Yes. 

Nardwuar: Now speaking of 
fetishes, is it true that The Runaways 
once made a pee popsicle? 

Joan: Yeah, that is true. 

Nardwuar: I have this quote: “We 
gave one guy who messed with us 
a pee popsicle that was ten percent 
lemonade and ninety percent 
pee.” 

Joan: Yeah, that wasn’t all The 
Runaways. That was actually at my 
party house that we used to keep 
them there for if we needed them. 

Nardwuar: Then he goes, “This 
tastes like shit.” Without missing a 
beat Joan Jett said, “You’re gettin’ 
close!” 

Joan: [laughs] Well, I don’t know 
if that was exactly the words 
because I don’t remember. But it 
sounds pretty close. 

Nardwuar: So why did he get a 
pee popsicle? And did a lot of stuff 
happen? Like, “If you mess with 
The Runaways, you’re gonna get 
it!”? 

Joan: Well, I’m not really sure where the pee 
popsicle thing came from. It was more like 
revenge on people who would screw with my 
friends and me. And maybe The Runaways, too. 
Nardwuar: Joan Jett, are you ever going 
to do another rap? Like, you worked with 
Grandmaster Flash! 

Joan: Never say never. Maybe. 

Nardwuar: Joan Jett, I wanna read you 
a quote from the book The Boy Looked 
at Johnny. It’s by Julie Burchill and Tony 
Parsons from 1978 and it’s all about punk 
rock. I don’t know if you’re familiar with 
this book at all. 

Joan: I am, I am. I know both of them. 
Nardwuar: It’s amazing. “Joan Jett is the last 
rock’n’roll star as you know it in the world. 
Never again will glamour, youth, melody, 
and desperation find their way on to a big 
time stage in one teenage body.” 

Joan: How can you even comment on 
something like that? They were great writers 
and good friends of mine and I just feel very 
humbled by those statements. 

Nardwuar: It’s incredible because they 
were complete punks. They hated everything 
American except for Joan Jett. Let me continue. 
“After Joan Jett, all Americans are peanuts.” 
Joan: [Laughs] 

Nardwuar: Then they go on to say, 
“Polly Styrene of the X-Ray Spex is the 
best thing about British punk rock while 
Joan Jett is the best thing about American 
punk rock.” 

Joan: I’m very grateful. ^ 

Nardwuar: It’s incredible and that is coming 
from 1977-1978, at the height of punk rock. 
You are held in high esteem by these snobby 
punks. That’s must’ve been a great feeling. 
Joan: It sure was. I remember at the time 
when they wrote that and it did make me feel 
very good, definitely. 

Nardwuar: Joan Jett, did you also party on 


Sid Vicious’ house boat and did Sid Vicious 
really have a house boat? 

Joan: It wasn’t Sid’s. It was The Runaways’. 
We rented it for a couple of weeks because 
we were there to make a record. So we were 
living on the Thames River on a house boat 
and we never made the record because things 
fell through. So it wound up just sort of being 
a party boat. And some of the girls would 
party with their friends, which is more of like 
a heavy metal party thing, and my friends 
were people like Sid and Nancy. 

Nardwuar: Joan Jett, were you really 
rescued by Manuel Noriega? 

Joan: No, what do you mean? [Laughs] 
Nardwuar: You were in Panama and you 
had to be, like, flown out by helicopter by 
Manuel Noriega. 

Joan: Well, I remember being in Panama, 
but I don’t remember the whole... I believe 
he was a fan or he wanted to meet me or.... 
Kenny Laguna: Can I refresh you? 
Nardwuar: No, go ahead! Come on in 
Kenny Laguna. 

Joan: Kenny, come in. 

Nardwuar: Who do we have here, Joan Jett? 
Joan: Kenny Laguna is my songwriting 
partner. He produces all my records and he’s 
my best friend now for about twenty-five 
years at least. 

Nardwuar: Welcome, Kenny. 

Kenny: Thank you. How you doin’? 
Nardwuar: b&feJ 0 Manuel Noriega 

Kenny: Well, we were the first English- 
speaking band ever to go to Panama. Even 
though those guys (Van Halen) had that song 
“Panama.” No one ever went. No Australians, 
no Brits, no Canadians. So we went in and we 
were the first rock’n’roll band. Panama’s whole 
country had bootlegged MTV. So they were 
all watching MTV and when Joan got there, it 
was a huge thing. We did a live television show 
where we were doing five songs. I’m pretty 
sure it was a lip synch. By the time we were 
done, there were thousands of kids outside of 


the television studio and a riot ensued. And 
Noriega’s troops did come and settle that down. 
It was chaos. We actually lost a guitar player, 
and when Joan and I were escaping in the car, 
we ran over his foot and we left him behind. 
[Laughs] It was a very interesting thing. The 
army got everybody out and then a day went by 
and some of the officials came and they were 
all nervous. And they said that Noriega sent his 
presidential plane from another city in Panama 
and wanted Joan to get on that plane and spend 
the evening at the palace with him. And Joan 
was like, “No way. I’m not going.” 
Nardwuar: An evening at the palace 
with Noriega. 

Joan: [Laughs] Yeah, doesn’t that sound a 
little frightening. Alone. 

Kenny: But then, remember, Noriega was still 
running the country, so the State Department, 
who watch when you’re doing these things, 
hooked us up with this and that. Joan actually 
opened the Panama Canal physically with 
the big wheel. I mean, we were plugged in, 
but they were all nervous about this because 
the protocol has to be handled carefully. So 
they worked out something weird and they 
whisked us out of the country through the 
American military. And you guys know 
about the American military, right? 
Nardwuar: Thank you very much for the 
update. Kenny always comes through, 
doesn’t he Joan? 

Joan: Yeah, well, he remembers those details. 
They just kinda go “shwooooosh.” 
Nardwuar: Do you have any tips for 
winning over an audience? Because in 1982, 
you played a Police picnic in Toronto. Do 
you remember that? 

Joan: A police picnic? 

Nardwuar: Called “The Police Picnic.” I 
think The Police played.... 

Kenny: You dirty rat! How could you know 
all this? You know all these little things. 
Where do you find all this stuff? 

Nardwuar: Well, at The Police Picnic, I 
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understand people were throwing hot dogs and 
watermelon rinds at you Joan, and you were 
able to overcome this. How do you win them 
over? You were just going, “How you doin’, 
Toronto?!” And by the end, they loved you. 
Joan: You know, I’m not sure. Maybe it’s 
just an ability to take the shots.... 

Kenny: I remember that gig. See, here’s the 
thing. We did the tour before “Every Breath You 
Take” with The Police and it was an amazing 
tour and we were about equal at that point. And 
then they put out that record and, we had hits 
that same year, but they had that monster record: 
Every Breath You Take. And we started doing 
stadiums together. So we did two tours in a row 
with The Police. When we had a show, let’s 
say, where The Kinks would be on it or a good 
rock’n’roll band—The Ramones or something 
like that—Joan and The Police drew a certain 
kinda audience that was terrific and compatible. 
In Toronto that year, they put out like, Talking 
Heads, Flock Of Seagulls, and it was all these 
snobby kinda things going on, where they were 
saying rock’n’roll wasn’t good enough for us. 
“We have something else we’re doing,” whatever 
they called it. And I know when Joan got on the 
stage, the sky went black with garbage. They 
were throwing it on the stage. And Joan doesn’t 
really give in that easily. 

Joan: Yeah, you know, I’ve been hit with so 
many things and in The Runaways I’ve been 
spit on and I’ve been hit with so many things 
and called so many things. I’m not leaving 
the stage. Nobody’s gettin’ me to leave the 
stage. Throwing hot dogs? I don’t think so. 
Nardwuar: Joan Jett, winding up here, I 
also wanted to ask you about Evil Stig. You 
contributed to the Evil Stig recording, and, in 
the end, that totally helped out Mia Zapata’s 
murder. A cold case was actually solved. That 
must make you feel great. 

Joan: Oh, we were all so happy when we 
heard that they caught the killer. But that was 
a very intense time. It was very moving. It was 
special. It was sad. It was also exhilarating to 
be able to do The Gits’ material and be able 
to sing those songs that Mia sang and made 
popular with her fans. And to take it around 
the country and explain what happened to 
people and to be in this band Evil Stig, which 
means “Gits Live.” That’s backwards. I’m 
just really honored to have been a part of it. 
Nardwuar: Lastly here, I wanted to ask 
you about this book. Are you familiar with 
this book here at all, The Devil s Disciplesl 
[Nardwuar pulls out a book] 

Joan: I’m not. 

Nardwuar: The Devil’s Disciples: The Truth 
about Rock ? 

Joan: What does it say? 

Nardwuar: Well, what it says, Joan Jett, is, 
I open it up here, The Devil s Disciples: The 
Truth About Rock. Very scary. The Devil’s 
Disciples\ “In 1982, Joan Jett put out a record 
which included a version on cassette of an 
old Rolling Stones tune called ‘Star...’“ 
Joan: “Fucker.” 

Nardwuar: “With a title like that she 
should’ve known better, but rock stars think 
they can get away with anything as long as 
we let them. When the Stones tried to market 
the same tune, their record label made them 


change the title to ‘Star Star’ and mumble 
their way through the offensive lyric, which 
they did. Joan didn’t bother and, boy, was 
she sorry. When the K-Mart chain found out 
about that song, they refused to handle the 
product and started shipping back the tapes. 
Since cassettes now outsell albums, that hurt. 
Jett manager Kenny Laguna says they lost 
$225,000 in sales the first two weeks of the 
boycott. As other retailers heard of K-Mart’s 
action they also followed suit and before long, 
Joan Jett’s new album was stalled on the charts 
and falling.” The Devil's Disciple. What’s the 
story behind that? What the hell was going 
on? How did you get in a satanic book! 

Joan: That is hysterical. You got me. I have 
no idea how I wound up in there. 
Nardwuar: Do you remember any of 
that, Kenny? 

Kenny: I totally remember it because I got 
yelled at by all the marketing people. But What 
happened was we went in to—the artwork gets 
done ahead of time, because that’s the longest 
lead time, and we’d finished the artwork. And 
in those days, if you remember, cassettes would 
be uneven, so there’d be this long blank thing 
if one side was longer than another, so we had 
just enough time blank on side one to stick 
something in and we looked at what was in the 
can. And we’d done “Star Star/Starfucker” as 
a, you know, a groove because we’re playing 
it live and it was a big number for us live and 
we had just recorded and we’re in the mastering 
room. And at the last second we said, “Let’s give 
diem some extra music.” And we thought that 
was a cool cut. We didn’t really think the whole 
thing through. And when they discovered it— 
remember, it was unmarked so that’s the thing 


that got us in trouble—it didn’t have any kind of 
warning for parents. So they’d bring it home; “I 
Love Rock ‘N’ Roll” didn’t have any racy lyrics. 
So they’d get through the whole thing and, all 
of a sudden, these parents would be listening to 
this thing and just freak out. Just like I did when 
my little kid bought Guns N’ Roses record with 
[singing] “You’re fuckin’ crazy!” But we did get 
in to a big hassle and Joan and I spent the next 
three months goin’ around the country and going 
to the head offices and apologizing and, in the 
end, we made some good relationships. 
Nardwuar: And, in the end, you made the 
book, The Devil s Disciples. Congratulations! 
Joan: Yeah! I’m proud of that! 

Nardwuar: Why should people care about 
Joan Jett? Why should people care? 

Joan: I’m the wrong person to ask that question. 
Nardwuar: Why should people care about 
Joan Jett? Kenny? 

Joan: It’s very hard for me to say. 

Kenny: Joan, first of all, when she first 
started in The Runaways, they were doing it 
in a vacuum. There was no model, there was 
no one to really point to, or to compare to. 
They were in a vacuum. They took a lot of 
abuse, a lot of hits for the home team, and 
that’s one reason. The other thing is Joan has 
never changed her style or her focus to adjust 
to the music world around her. She’s always 
been out of style from the get-go and has 
managed to have a few hits in spite of it. 
Nardwuar: Well, thanks so much Joan Jett 
and Kenny Laguna. Keep on rockin’ in the 
free world. And doot doola doot doo... 

Joan: Doot doot. 

To hear this interview visit www.nardwnar.com 
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The first time I heard the Abi Yoyos was in the fall of 2003. A friend who had recently returned 
from the Bay Area loaned me a CD with them and a now-defunct band called the Weak Leads on 
it. It was a split live CD in which both bands had performed on the same radio show on the same 
night. A pretty ridiculous idea if you think about it, but it was fucking great. The Abi Yoyos' songs 
on that CD were unreal. It satisfied every need I had for anthemic, melodic punk, but it was totally 
bizarre and unpredictable. The band sounded like a piece of paper that had been crumpled up so 
much that the writing was illegible, then the corners were torn off, and when that still wasn't 
satisfying enough, they proceeded to tear all four edges of the paper and crumple it up again. 
What was left was what some would consider trash. It wasn't pretty and it definitely wasn't 
easy to understand, but to me and many others, it was pure gold. Combining my favorite parts of 
formulaic and innovative punk, the Abi Yoyos were my favorite ruckus of the month. That was three 
years ago. Since then, the band has released a 7", a full length CD, and recently completed a cross 
country tour. I've probably listened to their full length. Mill Valley, more than any other album this 
year. On it they flawlessly display their ability to switch from structureless noise to radiant pop 
melodies. The end result is an album full of character, both unapologetic and forgiving. 

The following interview happened late into a brisk San Francisco night after Shawn had gotten 
off of work from his job at the local theater. . _ 

Interview by Daryl Gussin 

Art Junk by Amy Adoyzie 


Matt Bleyle: Guitar, Vocals 
Shawn Mehrens: Vocals 
Blaine Patrick: Drums 
Jeff Mitchell: Bass 
Kyel Chu: Baritone Sax 

Daryl: You guys are from the suburbs of San Francisco. Do you 
ever get shit for being from the suburbs? 

Shawn: It’s been awhile. We did a lot in the beginning, I think. 
When we first started playing shows, people would be like, “Ah, 
it’s just some Marin band.” 

Matt: I don’t think it was that big of a deal, actually, but I guess 
it was. 

Daryl: So why did you guys name your album after the suburbs? 
Shawn: Mill Valley ? 

Daryl: Yeah. 

Shawn: Do you want the true story? 

Daryl: Sure, why not. 

Shawn: Matt and I were on the phone trying to come up with really 
clever, witty titles, and as a joke, Matt threw out Mill Valley and 
I was just like, “Fuck yeah!” And then we realized it was actually 
kind of a cool name for an album. ‘Cause all the songs on the actual 
album are like five years in the making, dating back to when we 
were in high school. So that whole album is from Mill Valley. 
Daryl: So it’s not that Mill Valley is so great that you should name 
an album after it? 

Shawn: It’s not a celebratory Mill Valley pride album or anything. 
It’s mingled pride and shame at the same time. 


Daryl: Do you know who else claims Mill Valley as their hometown? 
Shawn: Do you mean celebrities who live there? 

Matt: Huey Lewis. 

Shawn: Dana Carvey. 

Matt: Uh, J.R. from MASH , no wait, B.J. from MASH. 

Daryl: Sammy Hagar, Bonnie Raitt. 

Shawn: I’ve seen her, man. I used to sell her groceries at Whole Foods. 
Sammy Hagar cut me off in his yellow Lamborghini one time. I 
gave him the bird. 

Matt: Also Lars from Metallica. 

Shawn: Yeah, he lives there. My mom lives there. 

Matt: Yeah, my mom, my dad, my brother. 

Shawn: That one guy Petey at the end of the street. 

Daryl: What about the cover of Huey Lewis and News’ Sportsl 
Matt: [Laughs] It’s at the 2 AM Club. What about it? 

Daryl: You guys ever go there? 

Matt: Yeah, I’ve been there. 

Daryl: What’s the “toilet seat guitar” that’s supposedly featured on 

the cover of Sportsl 

Shawn: Charlie Deal’s invention. 

Daryl: But what is it? 

Matt: It’s a Mill Valley legend, really. It’s a symbol of Mill Valley. 
Shawn: It’s a beacon of hope. 

Matt: It’s really symbolic of our band as well. 

Daryl: What is the toilet seat guitar? 

Shawn: It’s literally a guitar and the body is made of a wooden 
toilet seat. And Charlie Deal is the sole manufacturer of the toilet 
seat guitar. Charlie Deal is basically a celebrity in Mill Valley. He’s 



















whatever, I’ll think about it.” And I did it, and it was great man, I 
don’t see what I was worried about this whole time. Is that what 
you want Matt? 

Matt: [Laughs] Sure, why not. 

Shawn: Okay, one of my favorites was in Austin, Texas and 
haggling the concierges at the Hilton from $290 to eighty bucks 
and sneaking all thirteen of us and Shakey Bones in the suite at 
the Austin Hilton; doing fireworks off the roof, peeing off the roof. 
I can probably say this one in Razorcake. I couldn’t say it in the 
Guardian , but I don’t think anyone from Hilton is going to read 
this, right? Some of the guys from Shakey Bones had a lock picking 
kit with them—it was Brian and Sean, from Shakey Bones, and I 
who were still awake—and we broke into the mini-fridge in the 
hotel room and drank all the shots, and got really wasted, and when 
it was time to cover our tracks, we filled all the shots with light- 
colored liquid so we could put them back in. The vodka we put 
water. And the Jack Daniels and other darker liquors, basically we 
started just using our own urine, but the urine wasn’t dark enough. 
So we added the Earl Grey Tea, the complimentary tea that they 
leave in the hotel room. So it ended up being a combination of 
Earl Grey Tea, Sean’s miso soup, and our own urine that came to a 
perfect Jack Daniels color. Put all the lids back on, put them back 
in their rightful places in the mini-fridge, and then went in from the 
back of the entertainment center, and locked it back up. 
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this old dude who walks everywhere, and has been sporting Chucks 
for like a million years. 

[Blaine calls Matt on the phone.] 

Matt: Blaine wants to add that the singer of Death Angel is also 
from Mill Valley. 

Daryl: Is there anything else you want to add about Mill Valley? 
Any particular history that anyone might find interesting? 

Shawn: It’s called Mill Valley because the first building in Mill 
Valley was an old mill. That is now referred to as The Old Mill. It’s 
really fun because, specifically, at the end of the night, if you have 
nothing to do, it’s really fim to say, “Lets go drinking down at The 
Old Mill.” Which is what we do, and we drink there. 

Matt: That’s not true. We never drink there. 

Shawn: What? I just drank there Saturday night. 

Matt: Really? 

Shawn: Yeah. 

Matt: Oh. 

Shawn: You wouldn’t know because you weren’t at my birthday party. 
Matt: Usually we’d just go hang outside of 7-11. 

Shawn: Yeah, that’s the main thing to do, I guess. 

Daryl: Alright, so your first nationwide tour was this summer. 
Individually, what was the best and worst time on that tour? 

Matt: The best experience was Shawn’s first experience. 

Shawn: What does that mean? Oh, the first time I got laid you 
mean? Yeah that was cool man. Everyone’s been telling me, 
“You gotta do it man, you gotta do it.” And I was just like, “Okay 
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In Norfolk, Virginia we played a show with Tulsa, Trainwreck 
Riders, two other San Francisco bands. There were four San 
Francisco bands all playing together. We didn’t have anywhere for 
all twenty-five of us to sleep. So we drove to Virginia Beach, and 
went swimming in the warm, warm ocean under a full moon and 
then camped out in the dunes. And there were dolphins like thirty 
feet off the coast. 

Daryl: What was the worst time? 

Shawn: Bad ones were when the van broke down in Streetsborough, 
Ohio. And we basically sat under a tree for two days straight waiting 
for the van to get fixed. 

Matt: Wait, I’ve got to add that we sat under the tree for probably 
four hours and watched some weird bug... 

Shawn: Oh yeah. We watched a cicada come out of its cocoon and 
sit on the tree long enough to change its color from soft-green to a 
hardened brown and fly away. It was more than four hours. I would 
say, in all, it was like a seven hour process and we sat there and 
watched it because we had nothing better to do. [Laughs] Yeah, there 
were shitty parts. 

Matt: That was one of my highlights: watching a bug metamorphose. 
Shawn: Yeah, and Blaine was trying to kill the bug the whole time. 
He believed that another bug, like that one, had tried to kill him 
earlier. And that he needed to put an end to this one. So we had to 
yfend him off. 

Matt: Blaine is afraid of the unknown. 

Shawn: What were the other-low points of the tour? Oh, there was 
no air conditioning in the van and it was hot a lot. The breakdown 
just outside of Minneapolis, which was the end of the tour, was 
probably the worst part for me. Pretty much what happened was that 
I had spent all my money on the previous two breakdowns, and by 
the time the third breakdown came, I didn’t have any more money, 
and no one else could fix the van— wouldn’t help or couldn’t help— 
you know, respectively. Everyone else flew home and I was stuck in 


Minneapolis for about a month until I found enough money to get 
back here. 

Matt: That was probably my highlight: getting rid of Shawn finally 
in Minneapolis. [Laughs] My least favorite time was in New Orleans, 
probably. Because it was really depressing, and still really fucked 
up—the Ninth Ward and everything. And Blaine got bit by some 
hella crazy bug and his foot swelled up to the size of a football. And 
I pretty much sat in an emergency room waiting room with Blaine 
the whole time. 

Shawn: Yeah, so we were at the show waiting for Matt, Blaine, and 
Kyle to come back from the hospital, and by the time they finally 
showed up, the guy whose house the show was at said it was too late 
to play. So we didn’t end up playing in New Orleans. 

Matt: The highs and lows were worth it though, for the journey. 

Shawn: There were way more highs than there were lows. In New 
York, against Matt’s best wishes, while Matt was driving, in a drunken 
rage I shot fireworks out the car window off the Williamsburg Bridge. 
Matt: From Brooklyn to Manhattan. 

Shawn: We bought a lot of fireworks. Our friend Darren, who was on 
tour with us, and I collectively spent about 180 bucks on fireworks 
in New Mexico. 

Matt: Yeah, my least favonte part of tour was Shawn and Darren 
lighting off fireworks. 

Shawn: It was really funny to watch Darren nail Blaine in the neck 
with a Roman candle from thirty yards, though. That was fuckin’ 
awesome. We were lighting off all these fireworks, and Darren shoots 
a Roman Candle at Blaine, and Blaine just takes off and Darren is still 
trying to get him. He was running full speed, too, in pitch black on 
this huge plane in Milwaukee. You can’t see anything until the actual 
ball leaves the candle. Each time a ball would come out, you’d see 
a flash of green and Blaine in strobe light motion, and then you saw 
this one red ball nail him right on the side of the neck. Sweet, sweet 
satisfaction. Oh yeah, and then we ran away from the cops that night. 
Matt: We though we could tame America, but she had her way with us. 
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Daryl: Sure. 

Shawn: I’d say I was more stoked about Joel’s 
was more stoked about Center for Political Song. 
Matt: Who’s Joel? 

[All laugh] 


Daryl: Matt, explain the story of Nayirah. 


Matt: It’s a story about a girl, who was actually the daughter of 
a Kuwaiti ambassador, who was used by the PR firm Hill and 
Knowlton. Laurie Fitz-Pegado is a reference to that firm, she was 
used to persuade the American public into backing the Gulf War. 
She testified in front of Congress. (Posing as a refugee who had been 
working in a Kuwait hospital and witnessed Iraqi soldiers dump 
Kuwaiti babies out of their incubators.) She more or less lied to the 
world and convinced a bunch of people to go fight in her honor. 
That’s the only way wars can get backed anymore: through lying. 
Daryl: I’m going to read some of your lyrics and I want you to 
explain them to me. “The sun started setting yesterday / the morning 
never came / it’s been four PM for a quarter century / but it’s starting 
to turn blood red.” What’s that about? 

Matt: It means something is happening right now. Good or bad? I 
don’t know, at least it’s a conflict. I feel like our generation is waking 
up from a dream and is being faced today with the nightmares of 
reality. The line is pretty much up to interpretation, though. I’m 
using the Romantic technique of creating mood with night and day 
and in between, more importantly. 

Daryl: What was cooler for you guys, for Punk Rock Joel asking you 
to play his birthday, or for the Center for Political Song at Caledonian 
University in Glasgow, Scotland to put you in their database? 
Shawn: That’s a tough one, man. 

Matt: I don’t know. They’re both pretty cool. 

Shawn: It’s kind of different. Playing Joel’s birthday is literally 
going to the coolest party of the year and performing. Getting on 
the Center for Political Song is just a huge pat on the back that real 
people, not just friends, are appreciating what’s trying to be said. 
Daryl: You don’t think you can compare them? 

we were more stoked about? 


Daryl: Would global human equality be worth it if it meant theN^ 
complete decimation of the natural world? — 

Shawn: You just watched 12 Monkeys five times in a row, didn’t you? 
Daryl: No. 

Matt: Uhmmm, 


no. [Laughs] Just a simple no. 

Shawn: I still don’t understand. Say it one more time. I don’t go to N 
college like you boys. I don’t know these words. 

Daryl: Alright, is everyone being equal in the world worth having 
all of nature destroyed? 

Shawn: Hell no! [laughs] 

Daryl: If the Abi Yoyos were colored vinyl, what color would they be? 
Shawn: We can’t say anything stupid like: puke green. 

Matt: Sea foam green. 

Daryl: You can also pick the color for the paper on the inside. 
Shawn: It would have to be something really classy. I would have to 
say like a purple and gold. 

Matt: Burgundy. 

Shawn: Burgundy and gold. 

Daryl: Burgundy paper or burgundy wax. 

[At the same time] 

Matt: Burgundy paper. 

Shawn: Gold record. 

[Laughs] 

Matt: Our minds think a like. 

Daryl: Anything else you want to say? j|S| 

Shawn: Matt’s the gold record. I’m the burgundy paper. TnB 
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Shawn: Are you trying to ask which one 
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T ATn tit i»t upt't'ti TODD TAYLOR 

LAYOUT by KEITH ROSSON __ 

|, w „ il I’HOTOS by MISS ERIKA 

The cobblestone streets and canals of Stockholm 

greeted me as I drove with Memphis’ River City Tanlines to the Debaser. I was especially 
excited because this particular night I would be doing my interview with Urae&’s The Vicious, 

I who bad members of the Regulations, Insurgent Kid, International Noise Conspiracy and I>S- 
| 13 - There was an electricity that moved through the air as we pulled into the alley behind the 
'f Debaser; it mixed with the ocean air and pissed-on trash cans. The nervousness of mv coming 
interview bounced around in my stomach along with the hot dog I had eaten an hour before. I 
j had resolved to avoid mv usual nervous drinking after hearing that 75% of the band didn’t drink. 
With this in mind, I sipped rather than chugged. I supposed, since this was the last show of their 
European tour, Id find four beaten musicians eager to get the interview over with and get home. 
Rather, I encountered a group of tired but, for whatever reason, enthusiastic Swedes. As they 
took the stage, beer burps mingled with excited stomach acid plagued me as I readied mvself to 
commence some serious rocking out. 

As the curtain opened and I took a nervously excited swig of my beer and looked up to see two lankv, 
young guys: singer, Roliert Ibttersson and, bassist, Erik Vikhmd, and a totally hot girl in a red leather 
jacket, Sara Almgren. She stood holding the guitar; ominous and sturdy with strands of hair dangling down 
around her face. Behind the drums sat a shirtless drummer in jean shorts, more menacing than the other 
three, Andre Sandstrom. They played a set so thrilling I got goose bumps while the nervous knot grew 
bigger. They coolly destroyed the entire club with a powerful punk rock force and it didn’t look like they 
even broke a sweat doing it. All the energy of the catchy, simple, furious, flurried sound swept the crowd 
and it smacked me around as I ducked through them taking pictures and trying to not to drop my beer. 
Sweaty and exhausted, we began the interview with the washing machine keeping time and the sounds of 
the dance club that had begun buzzing just outside the door. 
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Miss Erika: f lease introduce yourselves. 
Robert: I’m Robert. I sing and right after 
we’re done with this interview I’m going to 
have all the good answers. 

Erik: I’m Erik and I play bass. 

Miss Erika: You guys aren’t related, right? 
Robert: No, but people usually think we’re 
brothers. We’re just from the same city. 

Miss Erika: Yeah, this city that you’re 
from, Umea. 


horrible and their lyrics were in English, but 
it was like they cut and pasted New York Dolls 
lyrics and made songs out of them. The thing 
I’m trying to ask is how do you write lyricsj 
another language and be articulate? 
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i/e’re actually not from there. We’re 
rom a town like three hours north called 
Lulea. But we live in Umea now. 

Miss Erika: It’s really hard for me to get 
excited about new bands and when I found 
out I was going to be here I got so excited. 
Then when you were playing I was totally 
excited and into it. What is it about the love 
for music that you have that makes you play 
something that can be so easy to duplicate 
but you do it without it sounding contrived 
and lacking force? 

Robert: Maybe, because it’s the same for us. 
We haven’t been excited about any bands in a 
long time. We’re just trying to play for fun. 
Erik: Well, in some people’s eyes we’re 
just the opposite. The only way to deal with 
it, though, is to have some sort of idea for 
how you want your music to sound and not 
compromise it. Then play hard! We try to be 
that band that we think is missing. 

Robert: Yeah, not trying to sound exactly 
like some other band but having the idea 
there’s one band that should exist and maybe 
it should be us. We just enjoy playing together 
and we are just as specific about how to play 
the songs as we are specific about how we 
write the songs. I think the performance of a 
song can make or break it. 

Miss Erika: Is there a certain method you guys 
have for creating music? You guys reminded 
me a lot of The Adverts and The Observers. 
It’s angry, but not in a way that’s stupid or 
overtly violent: well thought out anger. 
Robert: That’s a hard question. I really try 
not to copy any bands. I get inspired by tons 
of bands, but I don’t want to sound like any 
of them exactly. 

Miss Erika: You want to use what you learn 
from them and form your own sound. 
Robert: Yeah, maybe.. .it’s hard. I don’t know 
how to express myself in this language. Well, 
I write the lyrics. Then “we put everything 
together when we practice. Everyone has 
an equal say and I think that’s our “certain 
method” for creating music. We all know 
exactly how we want things and everyone 
contributes with riffs and ideas. 

Miss Erika: So, last night we were in Orebro 
and the River City Tanlines played with this 
band from Stockholm. The band was just so 


Robert: Well, I do borrow sometimes but 
because I have to keep within my restraints of 
the language. So, the lyrics can be really simple. 
Erik: It’s like when you write lyrics it’s 
really easy to be cliche but you have to dare 
to put something personal in too. That gets 
really scary. 

Robert: Sometimes I write lyrics then I try 
to take the personal stuff out of them. Then 
by the time I’m done I don’t remember what 
I was writing about when I started out ‘cause 
I’m trying to hide what I really wanted to say. 
It can be embarrassing. 

Erik: If people can mean what they’re 
singing, it makes it valuable. It’s so much 
easier to sing it than say it, too. 

Todd: Off of that, how literal are the lyrics 
to your song, “The Happiest Place”? Did 
someone really get beat up at Disneyland and 
spurred the song? 

Robert: All the lyrics have a meaning to 
me. I always write about a feeling or an 
experience. It can be hard to express things 
in English sometimes, which is why I 
recently started writing in Swedish. About 
“The Happiest Place,” you’re actually not 
that far away from the truth. Me and a friend 
got thrown out of this theme park for getting 
in a fight with a security guard. It was the 
“uniform thing.” It’s a stupid story. I got beat 
up for helping a friend. 

Erik: In the other bands, where I contribute 
more with music than in The Vicious, things 
mostly pop up for me. I rarely force stuff out. 
I think I suck at copying lyrics and riffs. I 
feel so limited in my brain and I also have 
too much trouble at figuring out the notes, 
[laughs] The thing about it being angry but 
it not being too aggressive is something you 
try to achieve when you see it in other bands, 
when there’s more than just the obvious 
music. I’m impressed when I first hear a band 
and they’re good. Then I listen to them more 
and it’s more than just the music; it gives me 
a feeling. 

Robert: When it’s more than just the 
first impression. 

Todd: Do you ever have to tell Andre to slow 
down and de-DS-13 a drumbeat or has he 
adapted to The Vicious mid-tempo very well? 
Erik: No, unfortunately we have not met that 
problem yet. Would be interesting if he put 
on a grind beat suddenly. But he can’t play 
fast anymore; getting too old [laughs] and 
DS13’s best moments were always the 4/4 
beat-singalong-parts anyway. 

Todd: There’s some belief that Sweden is a 


soft totalitarian state. That it looks great from 
the outside, but its citizens have to accept 
that the state pervades nearly all aspects of 
their lives. Do you agree with this, because 
there are tons of mentions in your lyrics to 
uniforms, boots, and the walking dead. 

Robert: Okay, most cops over here are assholes, 
like anywhere else, where people enjoy abusing 
the power that comes with putting on a uniform. 
That said, two of our songs on the Alienated LP 
are about the Danish cops and my experiences 
with them. The Danish police are a little harder 
to reason with. 

Erik: Sweden is nice, but our reputation as * 
a “developed” state gets to people’s heads. ’ s 
I’ve never noticed the Swedish nationalism 
in another country like here. People “know” V 
we have the best standards, so they feel a bit 
ashamed in the same way; bom with a silver 

spoon in the mouth.Swedish people travel 

to see how exotic—poor—other countries 
are, not taking it for what it is. And the state’s 
involvement in the cultural life is huge. 

Todd: Has anyone in the band accidentally 
hit an elk with their cars? I hear that 300,000 
elk are killed every year in Sweden. 

Erik: Good question! Because I have. It was 
a pretty long time ago. The elk died. The car 
was wrecked. We bought a new car. Happens 
every day. I’ve actually been in eight car 
accidents, and I don’t even have a license. ’ 
Maybe that’s why. Dunno. 

Miss Erika: You guys are going to go home, 
which I’m sure you’re totally stoked to go 
home and take a shower and a crap in your own 
bathroom, and sleep in your own bed. What 
would you be listening to while you do that? 
Robert: I bought two records on this tour. I 
bought Marianne Faithful and split 7” with 
the Tyrades and uh.... 

Erik: ...some Spanish band. 

Robert: I would listen to those. I would 
also listen to the records I always listen to, 
like Bad Brains. They’re one of my favorite 
bands of all time. I mean, who doesn’t like 
the Bad Brains? 

Erik: Kim Wilde for the shower and 
Government Warning LP for taking a crap. 
Miss Erika: You guys have been on tour here 
in Europe. This being the end of your tour, I’m 
sure you’re sick of dirty clothes and stinky 
vans. Where’d you go and how has it been? 
Erik: Well, I don’t really feel like going 
home. We did a lot of good shows. We 
went to Germany, Italy, and Spain and 
one show in Holland. It was really great 
because in Sweden people at shows have a 
lot of trouble showing their appreciation, 
but when you go to other countries its so 
much better. 

Miss Erika: Definitely. Going on tour in the 
U.S. and going on tour in Europe are totally 
different. Bands here get treated really well. 

I haven’t woken up on a cold, hard floor or 
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in someone’s closet the entire time. Robert, 
did you feel the same when you went to the 
U.S. with the Regulations? 

Robert: Yeah, but I think the shows are better 
in the States in terms of people showing their 
appreciation. They’re not so uptight. 

Miss Erika: You think that has something 
do with the fact that things tend to be a 
more conservative and unstable in the 
U.S. compared to European countries like 
Sweden? You guys have a lot of freedom and 
the lifestyles are totally different. 

Erik: In Sweden, there’s nothing really at 
stake for us. 

Miss Erika: So, what do you guys do for 
a living? 

Robert: I’m not working right now ‘cause 
I’m going on a lot of tours this Fall, but my 
last job was taking care of old people. I’ve 
been doing a lot other stupid work. I worked 
at a place where I sewed things. That kind 
of sucked. 

Erik: I work as a garbage man. It’s a good job. 
Miss Erika: Dude! I wanted to be a garage 
man when I was a little girl! My mom thought 
I was crazy. 

Erik: That’s really funny ‘cause you’re like 
the third woman who’s told me that. There’s 
never been a guy who’s said that, though. 
Robert: What’s that about? 

Erik: Yeah, Erika what’s that about? 

Miss Erika: Hey wait a minute! When did 
you start to interview me? Well, I don’t 
know. I played with bugs, and punched 
boys, and was a tomboy. That might be 
why I am the way I am now. That’s what I 
wanted to ask Sara about. I’ve really been 
thinking about how my entire life revolves 
around music. There are very few girls who 
approach or incorporate music in such a 
big way into their lives. And there are only 
small handfuls of girls in the scene that 
regard music as their main catalyst to go to 
.shows on buy records. 


Miss Erika: [To Sara] What about you made 
you like this? 

Sara: The first couple of bands I played in were 
all with girls, but I never felt a part of a scene 
until I got into punk rock and hardcore. I was 
lucky, ‘cause in Umea the punk and hardcore 
scene had a lot of girls involved. When I started 
playing in bands with boys like International 
Noise Conspiracy and The Vicious it never 
felt weird because, by then, I just felt like 
a guitarist. I know there are not a lot of girls 
involved and playing in bands, but I’ve never 
thought about it that way. For me, it’s always 
been natural to play music.I guess that all music 
from home and in school inspired me. I grew 
up with hippie parents and they listened to a lot 
of music. They used to sing and play guitar at 
home. In my school, music was very important. 
That’s where I started playing but that was 
mostly classical music like, piano and violin. 
When I was twelve, I discovered hard rock, 
like Motley Crue and Metallica. Those bands 
made me want to play music in a band, and I 
have ever since! 

Todd: Do you have any methods of staving 
off the depression that must come with so 
much darkness during the winter? 

Robert: No. You can’t escape the darkness 
here. The only way to survive is to have so 
much fun during the summer that you can 
live off the memories during the winter or 
maybe just doing a bunch of drugs. 

Erik: The “no-sleep-all-fun” attitude gets 
pretty compulsive during the two months of 
sun here. 

Miss Erika: What is the one thing that you 
listen to that no one would ever imagine you 
listen to? 

Robert: I only have cool records, [laughs] 
No, let me think. 

Erik: Sometimes I listen to rap. Like Dr. Dre 
and I think it’s really, really great. 

Robert: That’s a hard a question ‘cause if it’s 
really embarrassing I don’t want to say it. 


Miss Erika: Okay, okay...I like Alkaline 
Trio. There was a period of about three months | 
where all I listened to in the car was Alkaline 
Trio. It drove my friends totally insane. 
Robert: Eww. I’ve heard some of their songs 
and they really suck. 

Erik: I can say one more bad thing. I bought 
a live Red Hot Chili Peppers DVD. And 
before we left for tour I watched it everyday. 
Robert: That’s really heavy. 

Erik: Well, I wasn’t planning to tell about the 
Red Hot Chili Peppers. Like in the beginning, 
when I first watched it, I was ttying to convince 
myself that I was watching it ‘cause I liked it 
when I was a teenager. Then, the third time, 

I realized that I really liked it. I really liked 
watching Flea. I don’t really like the singer. 
Miss Erika: Well, what about you, Robert? 
You’ve had plenty of time to think while Erik 
and I expose our guilty and embarrassing 
musical pleasures. 

Robert: I was thinking but I’m still pretty 
shocked about the Red Hot Chili Peppers 
thing. We’ll talk about that later Erik. 

Todd: What do you find yourself thinking 
about the most? 

Robert: Why does every white guy on Cops 
take their shirt of when they get arrested? 
Erik: I usually think of two to three things 
at the same time. This old psychologist I met 
at my work a while ago said that he could 
see that I had this “condition” that I can’t 
finish my thoughts, right? Anyway, it’s not a 
problem. It’s effective. 

Todd: What rituals do you find yourself 
enjoying? 

Erik: I make myself turn off the stereo, 
TV, and friends when I eat and just sit there 
in the quiet. It feels like the time stops. I 
can’t guarantee this amazing method for 
everyone, though. 

Robert: Sometimes I daydream about 
becoming invisible. 





















I have always been fascinated with punk bands from small 
towns, probably because I grew up in a small town myself. 
If you form a punk band in a small town it probably isn’t 
L ... 1 scene as, 


ballpark. And there is at least one song here that is as good as 
anything their acknowledged influences ever gave us. (Some 
members of the late '70s punk scene, such as Alice Bag and 
Jeff Magnum (Dead Boys), are now fans of the band.) 

"Sick Girl” opens their album and I ’ve listened to it multiple 
times in a row on numerous occasions. How interesting to hear 
the voice of a young woman from one of the most conservative 
states in the U.S. (I recently saw where Idaho is one of three 
states where President Bush’s approval rating is still above 
fifty percent) singing "I’m not ready to be a mother but my 
pills are withheld by my own Big Brother/My breath and my 
clothes are stagnant/What’ll I do if I get pregnant?” The guitar 
slices through just like the "switchblade knife” mentioned in 
the song’s first verse and then the bridge goes for the kill: 
"How dare you?/Start a war when you’ve abandoned me?/ 
How dare you?/You’ve corrupted my reality.” It is an amazing 
song and performance that deserves to live on even if their 
band disappears post-college. 


because you want to be the big band in your local_, 

usually, there is no scene! About a year ago, I began reading 
good reviews of Young People With Faces, a punk band from 
Ketchum, Idaho. In my twenty-plus years of keeping up with 
American punk rock and old school hardcore, the only other 
Idaho punk band that I can think of was an '80s band called 
State Of Confusion. I did a little internet research on Ketchum. 
The population was 3,003, according to the 2000 census, and 
the town sits in the same valley with the adjacent Sun Valley- 
beneath Bald Mountain-known for what Wikipedia.com called 
its "world famous skiing.” Apparently, after the development 
of Sun Valley, the area became popular with celebrities. In 
other words, these kids are from a tourist town. 

So what about Young People With Faces? Would I think that 
they were just as good if they were from L.A. or NYC? I think 
that they would be just as good, actually. Musically speaking, 
they have defined their turf as late 70s L.A. punk with 
occasional visits to the late 70s NYC punk scene. They list 
The Avengers, The Bags, and X among their influences which 
isn’t so unusual these days, but these kids sound strikingly 
authentic. Recording their self-released, self-titled CD (now 
available on Rapid Pulse as an LP with new bonus track) in an 
old analog recording studio helped them perfect that sound 
but the analog tape doesn’t lie if you aren’t already in the 

Chris: Matt, you started the band in May „,,m-drums 

2004, right? And you were the first member Alice. Bv ”. Uev -vocals, 
of your band to get into punk rock? Soph' 3 u ' ' er -guit 

Matt: Sorta. I kinda got into it about six Simone vt • baSS 


This young band has impressive and insightful lyrics 
and music that genuinely captures another generations 
perspective on the world around them. Honestly, every time 
I hear Sophia’s and Matt’s voices meet up on the choruses of 
"Unlovable People,” I get the same thrill that I got twenty- 
five years ago hearing John and Exene on the choruses of X’s 
"When Our Love Passed Out on the Couch.” I interviewed 
the band one week before three-quarters of the band left 
Ketchum for college. 

. „, rds Interview by Chris Peigler 

:y boa Photos by Steve Bynum 








Matt: I heard that and decided that that 
would be a good band name. 

Chris: You guys all started playing your 
instruments all about the same time, right? 
Alice: Yeah, which I actually think is the way 
to go if you want to start a band because you’re 
guaranteed that everybody is at the same level 
and everybody knows the same songs. And 
it’s also really encouraging if you get together 
because you think, “Oh man, I’ve got to work 
to keep up with this.” It’s pretty exciting and I 
can’t really imagine how you’d do it in another 
band where you’d have all sorts of level spikes. 
Then you have your hotshot guitarist who’s like, 
“I think I’ll solo for two minutes.” That would 
be terrible. This way it’s really a cooperative 
effort and you do everything together. I’ve 
played other instruments before but this was the 
only time where I ever felt really compelled to 
practice and get better because it was with other 
people; it wasn’t just me. 

Chris: I come from a Southern Baptist 
family. What did your parents think of some 
of the lyrics? 

Sophia: My dad is British and he was bom 
in 1941 and he’s very into being polite and 
not using foul language and being very 
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Ramones and then he turned me onto other 
bands. I just kept listening to punk from 
that era. 

Chris: How did you guys know each other? 
Alice: Matt invited Simone and me. I went to 
a different school than he and Simone but we 
both worked at the movie theater so we had 
that connection and we talked several times 
so he knew what kind of music I was into. 
We started off with a different singer who we 
quickly ejected. 

Matt: At first I said to them, “Hey, I like this 
kind of music and I’ve listened to The Germs’ 
‘Forming,’ and if they can do it, we can do it!” 
It didn’t sound like they (The Germs) knew 
how to play their instruments at all! Simone 
played tenor saxophone in the school band, 

I played trombone. We got this kid to sing 
and he thought that Michael Jackson was 
the greatest recording artist of all time and 
that The Ramones’ version of “Spiderman” 
sucked, and all these weird things. It was not 
working out and he quit. Then we got this 
girl, CJ, to sing and she was actually pretty 
good but I guess she just wasn’t into it so she 
quit, too. I tried to sing but I was awful. Then 
one day Simone was at somebody’s house 
spending the night and we had band practice 
the next morning. 

Sophia: And she was talking to me and she 
said, “CJ quit singing” and I said, “Well, I 
can do it. I like singing.” I said, “HI try it 
out,” and I was sorta joking around and it 
turned into the real thing and I showed up for 
practice one day. 

Matt: And a month later we played our 
first show! 

Chris: Did you play outside of Idaho before 
you did your recent Northeast tour? 

Matt: We played in Portland once. 

Alice: We almost died! We wrote a song 
about it called “I Didn’t Die.” We got this 
huge van to drive there and, at one point, this 
car passes us in the other lane filled with four 
college age guys, with all of them yelling out 
the windows and weaving all over the road. 
We thought they were flirting but they were 
actually trying to warn us that we were about 
to ram into the back of this huge farm vehicle. 
It was so scary because when they pulled up 
next to us we couldn’t get in the other lane. 
We were trapped straddling the dotted line in 
the center of the road. 

Matt: I think we hit the antenna and almost 
broke off the rear view mirror. 


Alice: Matt had 

been filming at that 
moment, but when we 
came upon the tractor 
he slammed the video 
camera down and I 
screamed “Jesus,” 
which is not really 
what I want to 
scream when 
I’m about to die, 
but that’s what 

happened. ir<mz 

Matt: Then we .||||| 
played a show 
in Portland with 
The Minds, 

The Absolute 
Rulers, and The 
Rectangles. 

Sophia: At 

the show 

they asked 
us to do this 
thing called “The 
Bobsled,” which is some sort of 
Portland punk tradition. So, they pulled us 
into it. We were all standing in a line in front of 
the stage and then they had us sit down and it 
was really fun until the entire line jumped into 
the middle where I was sitting and I suddenly 
had five huge men on top of me, jumping on 
me: I couldn’t breathe, no one could hear me 
screaming, then somebody kicked me in the 
neck, and then I don’t really remember very 
much after that. 

Matt: You went to the hospital. 

Sophia: It was exciting but I didn’t die. I 
don’t really do The Bobsled anymore. 

Chris: I know that the name of your band has 
something to do with something Buddy Rich 
said but I’m not familiar with that quote. 
Matt: Buddy Rich was this famous 
asshole drummer! Well, he was a really 
good drummer but he was a total asshole 
to his band. One of his musicians decided 
that he would record him yelling at his 
band one day after a gig. That tape’s been 
circulating for years in the underground. 
He says something along the lines of: “No 
beards! This isn’t the God Damned House 
of David... this is the Buddy Rich Band, 
Young People With Faces.” 

Alice: So that really makes us Young People 
Without Beards. 
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proper. I remember when I first told him that 
I was going to be singing all this profanity and 
he said, “Why would you want to do that to 
yourself?” and he was upset but then they were 
okay with it as long as I just used it in the band 
and not at home. And they’re actually very 
supportive. I think everybody else’s parents 
are pretty cool with it. I can’t see Simone’s 
parents having a problem with it. 

Simone: My parents are fine with it. They’re 
both chefs and have really foul mouths so.... 

stud smiisj 
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and a joke and I don’t think my parents really 
care about it. 

Chris: I know you guys are getting ready to 
all be in college in different states. What are 
you all studying in school? 

Matt: I’m going to Oberlin in Ohio which 
is this little liberal arts school. I started out 
interested in studying physics and math but 
I’m not exactly sure what I’m going to end 
up doing. Probably continue with math. 
Alice: Like Matt, I’m in my second year but I 
go to the University of Chicago. I want to be 
a teacher but I’m not sure of what. 

Simone: I’m not going to college. I just 
want to be a ski bum, a chef, a painter—sit 
around and play guitar. I’m not really ready 
to go to school and I don’t know if I want to 
go to school. 

Sophia: I’m actually going to be starting 
school at Loyola Marymount University in 

W AM 




Matt: At someone’s house once, we played 
“I Hate You” with all the “fuck you’s” in it 
and—the person who was hosting the party, 
their mother—spoke to us afterward and told 
us how highly offended she was! 

Chris: Sophia, you’ve sung “Piece of Meat” 
in front of your parents? (Sample lyric: “You 
came on to me and you got it all for free 
‘cause I’m a piece of meat.”) 

Sophia: Yes I have! Both my little sisters sing 
it around the house! But it’s totally sarcastic 


Los Angeles in a week! I’m going to study 
film and I’m really excited about it! 

Chris: Where do you guys see the band fitting 
in with college and even after college? 

Matt: Hard to say. I sort of thought that last 
summer (2005) was our last stand and then 
we got together again this summer. 

Alice: This summer was pretty great! I don’t 
want to quit being a drummer. I really like 
being able to say that about myself, but I 
don’t feel confident enough to go out and start 


a new band or join an existing band. This is 
really the only band where I feel comfortable 
because I’ve never been a drummer in any 
other context. 

Matt: It’s kinda hard to say what’s going 
to happen with this band, but music is very 
important to all of us, so whether we stay 
together or go onto different bands, I think 
that all of us will continue making music. 
Chris: Do you think you guys will all 
separate after college since where you live is 
such a small town? 

Alice: I’m pretty much done with this state! 
Even the Valley where we live which is 
sort of an oasis; I don’t want to be in such a 
secluded area. 

Matt: I don’t know if I wanna live here. 
Sophia: Yeah. I want to feel a little more 
included in the rest of the world. 

Simone: I fucking love Idaho [everybody 
laughs]. I ski! I like it! It’s for me! I’m a 
mountain kid. 

Matt: We have some stories from our recent 
tour. Our first show was at Worchester, 
Massachusetts. We were supposed to 
do this tour with The Sleazies but their 
drummer screwed up his 
wrist bicycle jousting. So 
they didn’t get to play any 
shows with us but Jami 
still drove us everywhere. 
He and his girlfriend Jen 
from The Midnight Creeps 
were really cool and they 
drove us everywhere. 

Alice: And loaned us their 
equipment! 

Matt: We played this show 
in Worchester to about 
twenty people and I think 
five of them were in the 
band after us, five of them 
worked there, and four of 
them rode with us, so we had 
I an audience of six people! It 
| was still fun. Then we were 
I supposed to play a show in 
Providence... 

Alice: ...at this little, run¬ 
down, illegal venue called 
The Grow Room. It’s this 
little two-story place in a 
bad neighborhood and I 
guess the idea is that the 
people who have access 
to it schedule shows 
there every so often, but 
they don’t really keep 
in touch with each other 
about that so, occasionally, they schedule 
shows there simultaneously, which is 
what happened to us! So there were two 
sets of five bands that were supposed 
to be happening in the same slot on the 
same night! It started late because of that 
confusion. The cops had shown up earlier, 
but everyone there was over eighteen, so 
they left. 

Sophia: They came back again and they 
didn’t do anything again. They came back 
a third time. 
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Alice: The last time they came they decided 
to shut it down. At that point, we were the 
next band to play. 

Matt: At that point, Jami decided that we 
could play a secret show in his basement. He 
lives in this beautiful, three-story Victorian 
house packed with records, instruments, and 
gear. We had taken all our equipment from his 
basement to go play this show at The Grow 
Room only to bring it back to his basement 
and set it all up again. This show had only 
about fifteen kids at it, but it was the craziest 
show I’ve ever played. 

Alice: It was only about the size of a bedroom 
but with a ceiling about three feet lower. 
Everyone danced and it was incredible! 

Matt: Everybody was pretty wasted but 
they loved it. Then we went to New York 
and played three sets in one day. We went to 
WFMU and played on Terre T’s The Cherry 
Blossom Clinic , which was awesome! Playing 
on the radio is so weird. 

Alice: That was the only time I got nervous 
on this whole tour. Terre said, “All right guys, 
you’ll be playing to a potential audience of 
half a million people!” 

Matt: Then we went over to CBGB’s and 
that was incredible! There were hundreds of 
people there. 

Alice: Their stage guy was the best ever! He 
didn’t look at me like I was some amateur! 
Matt: We got there five minutes before we 
were supposed to play because the shows were 
so closely set together. CB’s is surreal. It was 
unbelievable to play there even though it kinda 
sucks now! Too bad it’s closing, though. 
Simone: My description of the bands who 
played before and after us is “butt rock.” 
Alice: We got an encore. 

Matt: Jeff Magnum from The Dead Boys 
came to see us. So we 
just spent the rest of 
the night talking to him 
and his wife Beth. They 
were the coolest! 

Sophia: Then Simone \ 
and I went outside and 
got hit on by random ;lS 
people. 

Chris: Over Christmas 
break are you guys 
going to get together? fr 
Matt: Next summer is 
a better bet. We’ve been ?g 
talking about recording 
a song for a Killed by 
Trash comp put out by | 
a German guy who gets 
modem bands to interpret 
songs from those Killed by | 

Death comps we all love. ] 

We love doing covers 
of our old favorite punk 
songs. Hopefully, we’ll 
write some more too. 

Chris: Who is Gretchen 
and why does she give you 
guys bras? (On the “thank 
you” list of YPWF’s album, 
it states “and Gretchen for 
all the bras.”) 


Simone: Gretchen is one of our friends who 
came to all of our shows and she thought 
it would be funny if she threw some of her 
old bras at Matt, since he’s the only guy in 
the band. 

Sophia: She even printed out an iron-on of 
Matt’s face and put it on her bra once! 
Simone: And it wasn’t usually a bra she was 
wearing. It was one she brought to the show! 
Chris: Thanks for that clarification! Is 
there anything else you guys wanted to 
talk about? 

Alice: Matt had this idea that it would be 
great if we had a regular venue because 
whenever we played in town, we had to pay 
the venue to play. We thought, “We’re not 
making money off these shows, but we’d 
rather not lose money either. If we had our 
own place we could have a permanent setup 
and we could just have shows whenever we 
wanted.” One night, Matt and Simone and 
I went driving around the Valley, looking 
at all these random places that we knew 
never had anything going on in them that 
could be potential venues. Then Simone 
said, “My parents own this abandoned 
house that’s sitting on the lot we bought for 
our restaurant.” We were like “What?” and 
braked and turned around in the street and 
went over there. So we got the key and went 
in and this was around midnight and it was 
the darkest, creepiest place I’d ever been in. 
It had all this abandoned furniture and dead 
plants everywhere. It had no electricity, so 
we were walking around with just a flashlight 
and the house was not up to code. The floor 
was uneven, the ceilings were low, the 
staircase was narrow, and everything about it 
was totally insane! In the kitchen we opened 
the refrigerator and 


there was this pool of blood in the bottom 
from some dissolved meat that had been left 
in there to rot. Later on, we painted it and 
graffiti-ed it. Matt and his dad built a stage 
and then we had a real place to play. We 
moved our equipment in and played a bunch 
of shows there. 

Matt: I had read these books like We Got 
the Neutron Bomb about the early DIY punk 
scenes and I thought, “I wish we had a place 
like The Masque,” just a whole venue for 
punk. It worked out really well for a while. 
Chris: What’s happening with that place now? 
Simone: When Matt and Alice left for 
school, I let some other bands with some of 
my friends play there then my brother and his 
really messed-up friend moved in there... 
Matt: .. .and a bunch of equipment got stolen! 
Simone: It kinda just went down the drain. 
It was a really good place for a while; kids 
just played music together and it wasn’t 
just like a retreat for us. We’d go there and 
jam all night and watch movies and have 
sleepovers, but once our stuff got stolen it 
just got really bad. The really messed-up 
kid has moved out and now just my brother 
lives there, but the house is probably going 
go get tom down eventually. 

Matt: Is the fire department still going to 
bum it down? 

Simone: We want to have a house destmction 
party! The cheapest way to take it down is for 
the fire department to bum it! 

Alice: It’s going to be burned in effigy. 
Chris: Do you want to end the interview on 
a fiery, destmctive note? 

Matt: Yeah, sure! 


I 
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The Trashies are exemplary ambassadors of 
what is missing in much of the world. They 
understand that serious statements aren’t 
discounted by jokes and that having a 

keyboard might not hurt 
either. They are tongue-in- 
cheek social commentators 
whose message is brought 
through spazzy, dancey 
songs. They are part 
Jonathan Swift and part 
Spits. They are Northwest 
trashcore. 


Max—Jesse Cody Trash—keyboards and vocals 
Ian—Ricky Robot Dregon Retardo Trash—drums 
Andrew—Billy Goat Trash—bass 
Eric—Ron Wolfman Trash—guitar vocals 

Interview and photos by Megan Pants 
Art and layout pooped out by Dave Disorder 


Megan: Describe the 24/7 House (where 
Andrew, Ian, and Max live). 

Eric: The Dirtiest Bathroom in King County, 
as proclaimed by the Seattle Stranger. 
Andrew: The weekly there reviewed one of the 
parties that we.. .they have this column called 
Party Crasher , and they talk about parties. 
Andrew: They voted our house as possibly 
the dirtiest bathroom in King County. It’s just 
a super-cheap shithole up in the Central District 
of Seattle, which is a predominantly Black 
neighborhood. We live right next to a mosque 
and there’s construction on the other side. 
We have a pretty sweet gig with the mosque 
neighbors: we communicate with them about 
what time they’re going to pray, and we don’t 
play music then. We have shows like once a 
month that we’ve never had any real complaints 
with the cops. Sometimes the cops came by 
because they hear you playing music, like when 
we first moved in, but after a while... 

Max: And there haven’t been complaints. 
Andrew: ...we’ve been there for about two 
and a half years. 

Max: About a month ago, we had a 
problem with the ceiling in our living room 
spontaneously collapsing. 

Andrew: It’s a shithole. The basement floods, 
the drywall in the ceiling collapsed, our 
bathroom’s got this weird, black mold. 





















Max: Rat problems. We’ve never vacuumed. 
Andrew: Our normal rug in the living room 
is three-quarters covered with other rugs. 
Someone burned a hole in the rug. 

Max: Ian fell asleep with a pan of macaroni 
and cheese on the floor. 

Ian: I don’t respect myself. 

Max: He’s trying to clean up his act. 

Ian: I’m working on it. Baby steps. 

Andrew: But, it’s super-cheap and we can play 
music whenever we want. We have an unspoken 
arrangement where we don’t complain to them 
(the owners) about anything unless it’s going to 
kill us, and we pay our rent on time, and they 
don’t ever stop by or anything. 

Megan: How much is the rent? 

Andrew: In Seattle, it’s $895, and it’s a three- 
bedroom house with a basement. There have 
been times where we’ve had four people living 
there; one person living in the basement. 
Actually, there was a time that there were 
five people living there: two people in the 
basement, and we each had a bedroom. For 
Seattle, that’s ultra-cheap. Some people pay 
$700 for a studio apartment. 

Max: It’s only a matter of time before we’re 
out of there. It’s an area that’s being gentrified 
pretty quickly. Yoga studios. 

Megan: What’s Tribal Skullz? 

Max: It’s myself, Eric, Ian, and our friends 
James, Justin, and Robert. Doors movie-core. 
It’s Eric’s brainchild, and he wrote most of 
the music for it. A lot of jamming. 

Megan: It’s inspired by the movie, The 
Doors , and not the band? 

Max: As directed by Oliver Stone. 

Eric: Our tentative recording is entitled 
Oliver Stoned. 

Megan: Okay, so that’s a concept band... 
Max: It’s kind of an anti-concept. We take the 
most trivial...the most mundane, ridiculous 
thing and squeeze as much bullshit out of it 
as we can. 

Megan: Well, then do you consider the 
Trashies to be a conceptual band? 

All: Yeah. 

Megan: What does that mean to you? 
Andrew: Well, it started off as a one-off. 
Three of us are from a small town called 
Longview, Washington, which is where we 
got the idea for Northwest Trashcore. It’s a 
bizarre place to live, like any other... 

Ian: Any small town you grew up in. 

Megan: Is it a logging town? 

Andrew: Yeah. 

Max: Industrial. 

Andrew: “Taz Tattoo” is the start of it. It was 
mostly inspired by real stories that we had. “Get 
Daddy a Chicken Sandwich” was a true story of 
Max’s shit. And all of it comes from true stories 
that we turned into songs; bizarre Northwest 
trashcore shit that we’ve seen. It all spurred off 
from small town Longview, Washington. 
Megan: What’s the worst you’ve been hurt 
on stage? 

Max: Andrew knocked one of my fake teeth 
out while we were in Milwaukee. 

Andrew: With a dog-pile leg drop. 

Max: I got smashed in the head when we 
were playing Olympia, and I almost broke 
my ankle when we were playing Milwaukee, 
and I almost... 


Andrew: You almost broke your ankle twice 
on that tour. At one point, we stopped to go 
swim in the Yellowstone River I think, and 
Max dips his head in the water, and we all 
look at his ankle and it was bright purple and 
yellow and black. 

Eric: It looked like Owen’s (their roadie) arm 
after he attacked Max with a rake. 

Max: He dislocated his arm the day before 
we left to go on tour. 

Andrew: By attacking him with a deadly 
weapon, and falling down the stairs. 

Ian: It was amazing. I witnessed the 
entire thing. 

Megan: Wait, someone hit him with a rake? 
Max: Owen was coming after me with a rake. 
I ran away. 

Eric: He was running down stairs. 

Andrew: And Owen chased him, and 
fell down a flight of stairs, dislocated his 
shoulder, fractured his shoulder blade, 
went to the emergency room at four AM, 
and was screaming at the emergency room 
doctors, “It’s not broken; it’s a dislocation!” 
Completely blacked out. 

Max: So now we’ve got a worthless, shitbag 
roadie with a broken wing, but we love him. 
Megan: Max, how did originally loose 
your tooth? 

Max: I was body surfing. I was getting so 
fucking gnar; it was amazing. I fucking 
dropped down this amazing close-out and big 
wave, shallow water, face hits sand, no teeth. 


Actually, I was with Mike Napkin at the time. 

I knocked out my front four teeth and had to 
get them replaced. 

Megan: So, you’re saying it was Mike’s fault? 
Max: No, he was just there. I just thought it 
might be an interesting punk rock trivia fact. 
Andrew: He’s a punk rock all star. 

Megan: And how. 

Megan: Andrew, how did you convince Sub 
Pop to go green? 

Andrew: That was just a work thing I did 
where basically I said, “Hey, this is cool” 
and everyone there is into hippie shit and are 
pretty cool people... 

Eric: They’re all into hippie shit? 

Andrew: Yeah, they’re all a bunch of fucking 
granola-heads, so they decided it was a good 
idea. It was really cheap, and not a real big 
deal at all. It was just one of those things that 
made sense. 

Megan: What does it actually mean? 
Andrew: It means that all the power they use 
at the office is renewable energy, like solar 
power and wind power, rather than coal- 
burning and gas. 

Megan: Do any of your jobs impact what you 
do, musically? 

Andrew: Ricky works at a bar and gets us 
free beer. 

Ian: That gives us inspiration to play music. 
Max: It’s a posh, bourgie brewery. 

Ian: People would assume it’s a gay bar because 
it’s on Capital Hill, but that’s not the case. 










Andrew: It works out well for us because we 
get four dollar pitchers of any beer. 

Ian: They let me leave for three weeks at a 
time, so it makes touring easier. 

Andrew: And sometimes we would play at 
the bar that’s two blocks down the street, and 
Ian would be working the same night. We’d 
go up and grab him, and he’d just leave work. 
Supposedly, he was supposed to go back, but 
I don’t think he ever once did. 

Megan: You work at the airport, Eric? 

Eric: I do. I sort packages for the post office. 
I work graveyard. They let me take time off, 
and they pay me pretty well, but, other than 
that, I hate it. It’s a lot of work. 

Megan: Do you have a TSA card for that? 
Eric: I do. I can go through the catacombs 
of the Seattle airport if I wanted to. I have a 
badge that gets me in. Sometimes I drive the 
mail on a little cart through a security gate. I 
get to enter the area where airplanes take off. 
Andrew: He works all hours of the night, so 


when we try to practice, we always have to do 
it later in the afternoon. 

Megan: Was “Get Daddy a Chicken 
Sandwich” written in eight minutes? 
Andrew: I think our first recording is seven 
songs, and all of those were recorded in.. .I’m 
pretty sure it was “Get Daddy a Chicken 
Sandwich”...the very first time we played it 
all the way through, that was the version that 
made it on the comp and a 7” that we did. The 
first time all of us played it together. 

Eric: Halfway through the song, Ian stopped 
playing the kick drum. 

Ian: It was the first recording I’d ever been a 
part of. I didn’t even know how to play yet, 
and you can definitely tell if you listen to it 
because it’s just, “Oh...and you’re done.” 
Max: I’d never played a keyboard before 
we recorded. 

Megan: You’d never played drums 
before, right? 

Ian: This is my punk rock training bra. 
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r We all shake hands before practice, 
and there’s a big group hug and we pray and shit 




Andrew: We fucking slapped a keyboard in 
(Max) Nordlie’s hand. 

Max: I think I just happened to be standing 
there. 

Megan: How did you meet up with the rest 
of them? 

Max: I used to play in... 

Andrew: Mutant Pop records. 

Max: .. .a pop punk Ramonescore band called 
The Somethingtons. 

Megan: That was with Mike (Napkin) too, 
wasn’t it? 

Max: Yeah, Mike played in that as well. We 
played with the Policecops, which is Eric and 
Andrew’s previous band a couple of times. 
Then, Andrew moved to Seattle. We’d hung 
out a bit. 

Andrew: We ended up getting to know each 
other at the very beginning though Mutant 
Pop records’ small community of nerds. 
Megan: Max, did you turn down playing 
with The Spits? 

Max: Yeah, there were a couple of reasons. 
Firstly, this was a couple of months ago...it 
wasn’t playing in The Spits; they wanted me 
to go on tour with them. I didn’t really want 
the Trashies to be linked with the Spits for all 
posterity, besides the fact that we started out as 
a Spits rip-off band. Also, my understanding 
is that they have a guarantee when they play 
shows. They can certainly do their own thing, 
and that’s fine by me, but I don’t want to play 
in a band that has those kinds of expectations. 
It kind of seems that it may cancel out the 
option of playing basement shows and 
more obscure venues or other unpredictable 
places. I also didn’t want to shirk any sort of 
responsibilities of playing with the Trashies. 

I have more fun playing music that we can all 
work on together. 

Andrew: Friend rock. 

Max: We all shake hands before practice, and 
there’s a big group hug and we pray and shit. 
Andrew: I make muffins. 

Megan: How long have the rest of you known 
one another? 

Andrew: I’ve known Eric since high school 
and Ian since basically high school, too. Eric 
and I used to be in a couple of other bands 
together. Ian was just our friend. When we 
moved to Seattle.... 

Eric: We convinced him to buy a drum kit 
because we didn’t have a drummer. 

Andrew: Because no one plays drums in any 
town, ever. 

Megan: You guys were in a band that played 
at your high school once. 

Andrew: The Policecops. Eric and I were 
in that and we played...I really have no idea 
how you know that. We played our high 
school lobby during Spirit Week or some shit 
like that. It was the hour before we played 
that it all got thrown together and we played 
six songs, and I said “fuck” too much. 

Eric: No. What happened was Andrew 
walked away. He was like, “I’ll be right back” 
and we were all standing there. 

Andrew: It was at the end of set where we 
would usually do some rapping, and I was not 
feeling it, so I decided it was done. 

Megan: How did you organize that? 

Andrew: Eric knew somebody. Policecops 
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We try to encapsulate more than just what could be 
considered white trash. That’s why we talk about 
the willfully ignorant 

' —no matter race, class, creed. 





were all about saying “fuck,” “shit,” “balls,” 
and wearing Charles Barkley jerseys. 
Somehow, someone thought it would be a 
good idea to put us in the lobby of our high 
school and play. Clearly, it was not. 

Megan: Ian, have you ever called your 
mom after eating mushrooms? 

Ian: That happened. It was my first shroom 
experience. I’d probably been in Seattle... 
not even a year at that point. I was going to 
community college, and I was working at 
this shitty-ass donut shop. I was working like 
fourteen, fifteen hours a day for twenty-seven 
days straight. Something ridiculous like that. 

I still have scars on my arms from these 375 
degree deep-fryers that I hovered over. 

Max: He needed a day off. He had to relax. 
Ian: The thing was, this person was living in 
our basement, this girl by the name of Bree 
McKenna—she writes for you guys. She 
was always busting my balls about taking 
shrooms. She was like, “Ian, just take some 
shrooms. You’ll feel a thousand times better. 

I guarantee it.” Eventually I broke. I didn’t go 
to work and I just ate and ate the shrooms. 
Max: I had to work for him that day. 

Ian: I went on a vision quest, I guess. I came 
back and my buddies Johnny and Dave came 
by—they’re part of the collective. They were 
playing some new songs and I was playing 
drums, and it completely blew my mind. I had a 
moment of clarity. Everything came together at 
that one moment. So, I decided to call everyone 
that I knew and loved and tell them... 

Eric: PS he smashed his drum kit. 

Andrew: He threw a cymbal across the room, cut 
a microphone cord, broke a bunch of our dishes, 
flipped over his bed, ran to a bus stop, tried to ride 
the wrong bus straight to the donut shop to get 
Max out of work, tried to buy some tea from the 
Samoan cafe down the street to calm down... 
Eric: They told him never to go back 
there again. 

Andrew: And he’s listening to Van 
Morrison downtown. 

Ian: It was a bizarre experience. I did, at one 
point, decide to tell them that I loved them 
while under the influence of mushrooms. 
Max: I came home to broken glass everywhere 
and hot sauce on the ceiling. I was really, 
really confused. 

Andrew: You’re so far out, Ian. 

Megan: Why does science suck? 

Max: It imposes rules and definitions on 
things that we don’t understand. 

Megan: You’ve also played a cakewalk? 
Andrew: The Trashies played a children’s 
event for 826 Seattle. They ’d rented an outdoor 
site and it was supposed to be for children. 
We show up a little bit late. We actually had 
to ride the bus there. All of us had to ride the 
bus and put all of our equipment in one car 
that one person drove. We borrowed a car to 
put the majority of our equipment in and sent 
that car. We showed up pretty late and there 
were like three kids, even though it’s an event 
designed for children. And there were about 
twenty-five adults. We got dunked in the dunk 
tank, played like shit, it was over by 3:30 PM, 
had some cake, and I went to work. 

Ian: It was bizarre. It was a cool thing. It was 
a great idea, a great thing, but it went so shitty. 


The cops showed up. They’d rented the space 
and the cops show up on a noise complaint. It 
turned out later that the people who had filed 
the noise complaint were the people who had 
rented them the space. 

Megan: Did they actually have a cakewalk? 
All: Yeah. 

Andrew: We got there right when the last 
cake was being given away. 

Megan: I’ve always heard of the cakewalk 
as a dance that was around the time that 
Vaudeville and minstrel shows were starting. 
It was black people making fun of the way 
that white people dance. It was a way to make 
fun of how upright and rigid the dances were. 
So is this kind of like musical chairs? 
Andrew: This has people in a circle, and 
if you land in the right spot, they call out a 
number and you get a cake. 

Megan: You get a whole cake? 

Max: An entire cake. 

Andrew: I think the cakes were decorated by 
kids from 826. 

Megan: What happens when you ride your 
bike blacked-out drunk? 

Ian: You crash and bum. 

Andrew: It’s not recommended. You land on 
your face. 


Megan: What happens if you play tennis 
after that? 

Andrew: I’m assuming what you’re talking 
about is when I was playing tennis with 
my friends and my balls were hanging out 
because I’d ripped my shorts. 

Megan: No. I’d heard you chipped your teeth 
with the racket. 

Andrew: I chipped my tooth when I crashed 
my bike blacked out drunk, but never while 
playing tennis. 

Eric: But your balls were showing. 

Andrew: My balls have... 

Ian:.. .been exposed 
Eric: Many times. 

Andrew: I have ripped my shorts while 
playing tennis and played with my balls out. I 
won that game. Distraction is key. 

Megan: What is the premise of the Trashies? 
Max: I think the trashcore concept was 
invented to accommodate the idea of the 
Taz tattoo and then it kind of took off 
from there. 

Andrew: We don’t like to write songs about 
mullets and Camaros. 

Max: It’s more conceptual. “I Don’t Know 
and I Don’t Care”: one of the popular 
messages towards the willfully ignorant. 
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Andrew: And culturally poor things like blue 
tarps being spread everywhere. 

Max: It’s a combination of that and revival 
of the tradition of talking about things that 
happen in our own lives: “Discount Meat.” 
Andrew: Three-quarters of the songs are 
all real stories. “Plasma Date” is about when 
our friends were all on unemployment and 
had to donate plasma. He (Max) once took 
his girlfriend there, and then afterwards had a 
coupon for Arby’s, and went to Arby’s. 

Max: I made her pay. I’m not paying for it! 
Andrew: “Discount Meat’”s about when we 
had a fucking super-killer grocery store down 
the street from our house. They used to sell 
meat that was going to be rotten in a day, and 
we would go buy it and cook it on the grill. 
Max: We couldn’t afford anything else. 
Megan: Because it has been, not necessarily 
glamorized, but definitely marketed. 

Max: The white trash aesthetic. “Look at 
me. I’ve got my fashion mullet or rat tail and 
I’m drinking a Pabst Blue Ribbon in a beer 
coozie. I’ve got my shitty mustache.” That’s 
a stereotype that we capitalize on for the sake 
of convenience. 

Ian: I needed a mustache to get into bars. I 
just turned twenty-one. 

Andrew: When we first went on tour, he was 
nineteen. I was twenty. We had to get fake 
IDs and had to use those. 

Megan: Why do you think it’s something that 
can even be marketed? 

Max: It’s an untapped aspect of American 
culture that can be co-opted and made into 
this ironic vehicle. Like, “Aren’t I so trashy?” 
No, you’re not trashy. 

Andrew: You paid $80 for that. 

Max: You go to a barbershop and a pay a 
lot of money to look like you’ve got a Fu 
Manchu mustache. These are the archetypes 
that we work within. These stereotypes are so 
easily mimed. 

Megan: There’s a site called White Trash 
Palace, and it’s all about culture and shopping. 
Andrew: Is it a blog? 


The development of the characters is as much 
like Joseph Campbell as it is WWE. 



Megan: They have a link to a blog of a 
“white trash” mom. And she talks about how 
white trash she is because she’s coordinated 
how to drive her SUV, talk on her cell phone, 
and yell at her kids in the backseat. How is 
that white trash? 

Max: I don’t understand that either. 

Megan: I can’t even get my mind around it. 
They have these jeans that they’re selling as 
white trash. 

Andrew: For like ninety bucks. 

Megan: $150. They’re jeans that they bought 
from second-hand stores and they cut off 
the waistband and sew their own waistband. 
They’re in the grab bag things for the Oscars 
or the Grammys. 

Max: The new white trash aesthetic, as co¬ 
opted by... 

Andrew: The rich, white trash. 

Max: It doesn’t have any class boundaries. 
We’ve openly mocked—because we’re 
assholes—someone’s parents who are 
completely and utterly conservative 
Republicans, the KTD. We could refer to that 
mentality as completely trashy. That’s the 
willful ignorance that we’re talking about. 
Someone who chooses complete comfort and 
security, even upper class they may be. 
Andrew: And then the people who want to 
bring that. The people who want to pay $150 
for jeans to make them look bad, but look 
good. It’s totally bizarre and ridiculous. 
Megan: Where I grew up, it wasn’t a logging 
town, but it was a paper town, so it’s probably 
pretty similar. 

Andrew: We had paper mills in Longview. 
Megan: In my area, especially, the mills had 
been on the decline a lot while I was growing 
up. It used to be three mills and now it’s one. 
Ian: Longview was a giant mill town because 
it was right on the Columbia River. There were 
nine mills. Now it’s warehouses and a steel mill. 
Eric: My dad actually works at one of the 
two remaining paper mills. 

Andrew: It’s gone so downhill. Our dads 
used to work in the same aluminum mill. 

Ian: My dad made cable, and then from there, 
he worked at the aluminum mill. 

Andrew: And then that place went out of 
business. There’s two or three mills left in 
Longview. It’s gone from the smelting capital 
of the West, a huge mill town. Then in ’98 or 
’99, it’s gone straight downhill and now it’s 
all chain stores, strip malls, and franchises. 
There are no independent businesses. We 
avoid it at all costs. 

Megan: It’s the same thing in my town. It 
used to be this town where you got out of high 
school and you worked in the same mill that 
your dad worked in and that your grandfather 
worked in, and it was a good position to be in. 
You were going to be successful. 

Max: We’re definitely not trying to attack 
working class. I had a friend tell me that, “This 
is really offensive music. It isn’t cool because 


you’re bringing up working class people, 
like people who work in a mill, and they just 
happen to be Republicans and Christians, and 
you refer to them as trashcore.” It’s absolutely 
not about that. 

Andrew: It’s the willfully ignorant. 

Max: Who’s the country pop star who had 
the song “White Trash with Money”? Toby 
Keith. Those are the stereotypical qualities 
that we use as a vehicle. It’s satire. The 
development of the characters is as much like 
Joseph Campbell as it is WWE. It is currently 
WWE, right? 

Eric: You did well. He’s just recently 
become a fan. 

Max: I think wrestling is amazing. 

Andrew: Wrestling is a good frame of 
reference for the Trashies. When he was 
explaining it to his parents, he used that as a 
frame of reference. 

Max: The characters, the spectacle. We do 
have characters. Jesse Cody is a completely 
separate person from who I am. I think for 
all of us. 

Eric: For me, I take a lot from growing up in 
Longview. I used to hunt with my dad. I take a lot 
of the aspects of myself that I’m uncomfortable 
with and put it out as The Wolfrnan. 

Ian: It’s all of us being terrified that we’re 
going to become our fathers. 

[Laughter] 

Megan: No, that makes sense. While I was 
growing up there, I had a strong sense that 
I was not going to grow up to be one of 
these people. 

Andrew: And I love my dad. He’s a great 
guy, but it’s a rejection of all of that bullshit 
part of it. 

Megan: I just saw how it was a close-minded 
acceptance—that they didn’t even want to try 
to think in a different way. 

Andrew: And that’s why, for us, Longview is 
such a horrible place to go to now because even 
the two or three people I know who are still 
there have turned into these bizarre characters. 
Eric: I’ve actually, just in the past couple of 
years, started talking to my dad about politics, 
which I’d never done before. The last time I 
saw my dad, he came up pretending to hug 
me, and then turning his back on me and 
farting on me. But, he’s very liberal-minded 
and we had a really long discussion about gay 
marriage. He’s kind of old school about that, 
but I actually feel like I changed his mind on 
the issue, which was an excellent moment. 
Megan: That’s impressive because there are 
a lot of people who won’t ever rethink their 
position on an issue. 

Max: I think the song “I Don’t Know and I 
Don’t Care” encapsulates that mentality of 
“this is something new and, therefore, it makes 
me uncomfortable. I will reject it entirely. I 
want nothing to do with it.” It’s not written 
like a political song in the way that Crass 
writes political songs. The song is generally 
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We take the most trival... the most mundane, 
ridiculous thing and squeeze as much bullshit 
out of It as we can. 


very first show, and I was kind of 
hazy about it. I got the working 
class tour: here’s the mills, here’s 
the Taz tattoo. That was a big 
turning point where I started to 
grasp it. 

Megan: Do you have 

favorite scars? 

> Max: I fell skateboarding. 
Andrew: The day before a show. 
Max: I skinned my arm 
, there, there, there, there, and 
on my elbow. 

Megan: What were you trying 
to do? 

Ian: He went from a banana board 
to an actual downhill board. 
Andrew: We live on a 
pseudo-steep hill and he had 
a shitty banana board that 
goes real slow, and he could 
carve down on that. Then he 
1 went to a real skateboard. 

' Max: It was hilarious, I hear. 
Andrew: I went to bed at two 
or two-thirty and Max was fine. 

, I woke up at 9AM because we 
were going to practice. We had 
a show the next day. 

Ian: Max comes out all bloody 
and scabbed. 


pretty dumb anyway, but it feels good to do 
something to make a song like that, or make 
art with the same ideas. I think we all like The 
Colbert Report. 

Megan: There is a whole school of thought 
that white trash is when people aren’t acting 
white. In the same way that someone will 
say, “Oh, he’s more white than I am,” or 
“I’m more black than he is,” about someone 
of another race, which I think is ridiculously 
offensive. There’s this theory that there isn’t a 
set stereotype of what it is to be white, but that 
this “white trash” behavior is definitely not a 
part of it. That it’s below whatever standards 
white people are supposed to be living. 
Andrew: We try to encapsulate more than just 
what could be considered white trash. That’s 
why we talk about the willfully ignorant—no 
matter race, class, creed. 

Max: Again, these stereotypes are just tools. 
Andrew: It’s in the tradition of people like 
The Pagans and The Dead Milkmen, people 
who made satire, like The Dead Milkmen 
Song “Small Town.” 

Max: I liked your review of us because you 
had reservations. When we first played, those 
were my feelings as well. I grew up in a 
middle class intellectual family; both of my 
parents were teachers. I have trouble relating 
to the trashcore mentality. We recorded our 
first album and went to Longview to play our 


Andrew: We played the show and bled on 
everyone. 

Eric: The second day of this tour, we were 
playing in our friend’s basement in Missoula. 
It was a really great show and he had this 
weird piece of wood hanging from the ceiling 
and I hit my head on it in the middle of the 
very first song. I was jumping around, and 
then I was on my back with blood all over 
my face. 

Andrew: Ricky has a giant scar on his leg 
from when he was thrashin’ on his skateboard 
down an eight-foot vert and rolled his ankle 
completely backwards. 

Ian: It was upside down and inside out. 

Eric: And he rode away in the ambulance 
screaming, “Skate or die!” 

Ian: I was listening to Agnostic Front. 
Andrew: And thrashin’ super hard. 

Ian: I was groovin’ on it. I got a little cocky. 
Eric: And now he’s got a metal leg. He’s 
a robot. 

Andrew: My only good one is that I.hit my 
face on a toilet bowl once. 

Ian: Also, the first time I ever got drunk, I 
fell in a fireplace. It was pretty good. I was 
fifteen. I had these two buddies try to take 
care of me, and they put ice on it immediately 
after I fell in the fireplace, so the skin started 
to crack and get really raw and awful. And 
then, they thought that Icy Hot was a bum 


ointment. So they rubbed this third degree 
bum with icy hot. And then, all we had for 
bandages was one of those family-sized 
boxes of bandages... 

Megan: The little ones? 

Ian: Yeah, the little baby ones. So, I’ve got a 
hundred bandages from the top of my back to 
the crack of my ass. I woke up the next day 
with a T-shirt half on in some sort of a fetal 
position, and I felt like fucking shit. I had to 
take each one of those band-aids off. Then, 

I had to try to explain it to my mom. “No, 

I just didn’t want to wake you up yesterday 
because...you were sleeping.” Every time I 
think about getting too drunk, I just look at 
my back. 

Megan: That could be hard because I heard 
that Andrew is sponsored by Sparks. 

Andrew: I do get free Sparks, and I often 
bring them to our parties at our house; it’s 
very bizarre. They seem like if you ask them 
the right way, they’ll give it to you because 
I took some pictures for Party Crasher. 
Basically, I went to a party and took some 
pictures and it was right when Sparks was 
getting popular. I emailed them the article 
that eventually showed up in The Stranger , 
which basically just talked about Sparks. It 
talked about Sparks a bunch. Emailed that to 
them, contact continued. 

Max: He wasn’t even twenty one, and they 
sent him free Sparks. 

Andrew: I was nineteen at the time and got in 
contact with a guy who would show up with 
my body weight in Sparks. I’d give it to my 
friends. Bring it to kickball games and bring 
it to parties. There’s no reason at all for them 
to do it. 

Megan: There was a letter to MRR a while 
back that said that Sparks was killing the 
scene. It was on two levels. On the first, it 
was because you end up doing shit that you 
should have passed out before doing. I guess 
some guy got in a fight and went to jail, and 
they thought if he’s just been drinking beer, 
this wouldn’t be an issue. 

Andrew: I’m not buying that. 

Megan: The other part was that you can go 
on benders because you can drink for days 
and stay up. And it was in the tone that “We 
didn’t have Sparks. We had to drink through 
the sleepiness.” 

Ian: “In my day we had rock.” “You can’t 
drink a rock.” “You guys got the internet? We 
avoided triceratops.” 

What happens when the keyboard gets 
drunk? 

Max: It’s been getting drunk a lot over the 
past year. 

Andrew: Last night when we played with the 
Dissimilars, it got very drunk, and Max ripped 
all the keys out and hit it with drumsticks and 
keys flew everywhere. Someone actually 
pocketed some of the keys that flew off. 

Max: Talismans. 

Andrew: There’s some destructive 

preservation of all his keyboards. 
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I was gonna use bhis space bo 
sbruggle bo fib inbo an Easbside music scene oblivious bo 
bhe fact bhab disco sucked and a greater Los Angeles music 
community bhab conbinues bo breab bhe area easb of bhe LA. 
river like a leper colony, bhe Wesbside-cenbric punk scene of bhe 
1980s hosbile reacbion bo bhem, and bhe oppressive, obbusely 
misguided and somebimes oubrighb racisb inbenbions of assorbed 
producers and managers who didn’b know whab bhe fuck bo do 
wibh bhem. Afber typing (and retyping, and retyping) numerous 
attempts, however, I figure I’ll just let bhem bell you all about 
that themselves. 

I do want bo stress, however, bhab I think they are, bo use 
a woefully inadequate word, amazing, and bhab bheir Attitudes 
Bp with its pitch-perfect blend of punk aggro and pure pop, is 
easily one of bhe best records ever bo come out of either side 
of bhe Los Angeles River, lb’s a damned shame bhab its brilliance 
has been boo long overlooted, and bhab so many unnecessary 
hindrances conspired bo prevent any sorb of follow-up during 
bheir initial runs is an even bigger shame. Luckily for those of 
us in LA. - easb of bhe river or otherwise - they have nob only 
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recordings and a DVD of assorbed live performances are rumored 
bo be in bhe works and they are once again gigging around town 
bo enthusiastic audiences. 

The Easb LA. punk scene is sorb of like a bighb-knib family 
- some could rightfully argue it’s ab times a dysfunctional family, 
bub even a cursory glance ab who’s played in bands wibh who 
illustrates how small the degrees of separation are from one 
person bo bhe next -wibh somebimes clear delineations between 
generations. Shane White and I were balking about bhis a few 
years ago and, ab one point, he said he thought of bands like 
The Sbains, Los Illegals, Thee Undertakers, and The Brab as older 
siblings able bo play clubs like bhe Vex and bhe Whisky, while we, 
bheir brabby brothers and sisters, had bo resorb bo doing our 
own thing in backyards across Easb LA., maybe wibh a little 
jealousy ab times, bub always looking up bo bhem. I think he’s 
right on bhe money with bhab. That said; bhis brabby younger 
brother is pleased as punch bo see The Brab finally get bhe 
respect and acknirabion they’ve long deserved. 
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Jimmy: Where were you guys from originally? 
Teresa: I’m originally from Los Angeles. 
My mom is from Los Angeles and my dad’s 
from El Paso, Texas, so we’re kind of second 
generation Chicano. My grandparents were 
from Chihuahua, Mexico. I kind of had 
that whole experience growing up of being 
assimilated, like coming from a family that 
was already trying to assimilate into the 
American culture, so I didn’t really grow 
up with a lot of Mexican traditions or the 
language in our home. I think that’s kind of 
what got me on the track of being more aware 
of things coming from Europe, and American 
music, that kind of stuff. That’s kind of what 
you’re asking about, the background? 
Jimmy: Yeah. Did you feel an affinity for 
Chicano culture when you were younger? 
Teresa: No, not until I was maybe mid¬ 
twenties. My parents really pushed, tried 
to become American, so we celebrated all 
the American holidays and we didn’t do 
anything that was even remotely traditionally 
Mexican, like celebrating Day of the Dead, 
or all of the patron saints, or any of that. 
Probably the only thing we did that was even 


remotely traditional was make tamales for 
Christmas. We grew up listening to swing 
music. My dad used to have big band records. 
That was the music of his youth. My mother, 
too. It wasn’t until later that I started really 
appreciating our culture. It wasn’t until I 
started meeting other Chicanos that were into 
the same type of things I was, and then I kind 
of got my culture from them. I think I grew 
up in a family, sad to say, that really sort of 
rejected who they were, or were ashamed of 
where they came from. 

Jimmy: Why do you think that was? 

Teresa: I think it was my parents’ experience 
growing up in Los Angeles in the 4 40s. There 
was still a lot of racism here in Los Angeles 
during the ‘40s. I remember my mom telling 
me about public pools here. There would 
be a “Mexican Day” for the Mexicans to 
go swimming, and it would be the day right 
before they cleaned the water. There’d be 
signs at different places, “No Chinese, .no 
dogs, no Mexicans,” you know? So they grew 
up with that. I wouldn’t say it was as bad 
as the South, but it was out there. It wasn’t 
covered up like it is now. I think they wanted 
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for us to not have to go through that, so they 
really made sure we learned English and that 
we tried to fit in, even though that was kind of 
silly [laughs]. Just looking at us—obviously 
we’re not American, and it kind of took me 
going through that experience to realize 
that I’m not going to fit in. America doesn’t 
accept me as an American, and they’re not 
going to. I’m going to have to get in touch 
with what I’m about and who I am and just 
be proud of it. 

Jimmy: Was it an essentially happy childhood 
for you, not just within, but outside your 
family structure? Did you have any conflicts 
growing up? 

Teresa: Well, not really.... [conflicted] I 
mean, we were poor, so we struggled. We 
didn’t have a lot, but it was, you know, an 
average childhood. 

Jimmy: [to Rudy] How about you? 

Rudy: Well, all my brothers and sisters * 
and my parents were bom in Mexico, in * ^ 
Zacatecas. People from there are really 
white. My dad had blue eyes, my sisters 
have green eyes, really light complexion. * 
The whole family came to the United States L ;;; 
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when my dad came here through the Bracero 
Act. (An act, initiated in August of 1942, 
in which more than four million Mexican 
farm laborers came to work in the fields of 
America.) He worked here during World 
War II. He migrated the whole family over, 
and my younger sister, myself, and another 
brother—there’s eleven of us—were bom 
here. My first language is Spanish, and it was 
a very Mexican, traditional family. Hardcore, 
pretty much. But the thing is when I started 
going to school, that’s when the culture shock 
came in, where I had to learn English, like, 
now. I never went to kindergarten—straight 
to first grade; teacher didn’t speak Spanish. 
Jimmy: Where was this? 

Rudy: Assumption (a local Los Angeles 
Catholic school). 

Jimmy: Okay, so you grew up in the Boyle 
Heights area. 

Rudy: Yeah, right there. My first grade was a 
nightmare , not knowing the language. God, it 
was so fiustrating. I remember I was lost. We 
had a parent conference one time and the teacher 


was telling my parents, through 
my sister translating, that there 
must be something wrong with 
me 'cause I didn’t understand. 
Teresa: There must be 
something wrong with that 
teacher, right? It’s like, 
“Hello, he doesn’t speak 
English.” [laughs] 

Rudy: My parents were, 
“Well, they’re the educated 
ones. They know.” 

Teresa: Yeah, but that is so 
lame, [laughs] 

Rudy: But to know Spanish 
was looked down upon, so I 
had to learn English. It was 
“sink or swim.” I learned, but it 
was pretty rough. What ended 
up happening was I pushed 
away Spanish and I ended up 
losing it. Later on, as I was 
growing up, I started learning 
Spanish all over again. 
Jimmy: How do you think 
that fed into what happened 
later? Do you think any of 
these things helped push 
you toward punk, to find 
identification with it, or did 
you get into it for an entirely 
different reason? 

Rudy: What really got me 
into the whole punk rock thing 
was my brother, who’s just a 
year and a half older. We’re 
real close in age, and he was 
into Ziggy Stardust, New York 
Dolls, and all that real glam 
stuff. He was introducing me 
to stuff, and he took me to my 
first concert, Led Zeppelin at 
the Long Beach Arena, and to 
my first David Bowie concert. 

I was always into classical 
guitar—my thing was always 
music—but then the Ramones 
came out. We went to see the Ramones when 
they first came to L.A. at the Whisky. They 
had Blondie opening up for them for like 
three bucks. There were about a hundred 
people there. That was a big influence. Then I 
met Teresa and she was listening to that same 
record, The Ramones. 

Teresa: Yeah. 

Rudy: I think we covered every song on 
that record. 

Teresa: We did when we first started. I think 
Rudy and I, when we were younger, as kids, 
we knew music was the thing. There was this 
drive to sing. For me, it was to sing since I 
was three years old, getting up in front of the 
family and belting out a tune. 

Jimmy: What was it about music that 
attracted you? 

Teresa: It was something innate. From a 
young age you’re just drawn to music,, and, 
unfortunately, since we both came from 
fairly poor families, we really didn’t have 
the resources for our parents to say, “You 
know, they show an aptitude for music. Let’s 
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get them some lessons. Let’s get them some 
instruments.,..” 

Rudy: It was more about, “Let’s get them 
some food on the table.” 

Teresa: Yeah and, actually, I think for both of 
us, too, as we started leaning towards music, 
our parents actually tried to discourage it, 
because, in their eyes, “You’re not going to 
make any money doing music. You’ve got to 
do something else.” 

Rudy: Yeah, in the beginning there was 
heavy discouragement. “What? You’re going 
to college to study music? You’re wasting 
your time.” That was my dad’s reaction. 
Jimmy: So the life of an entertainer wasn’t 
looked at positively, then. 

Teresa: Right, and that was their whole thing. 
“What are you gonna do? Hang out in bars 
and play?” My father was really mean. Like 
I said, since I was very young I was always 
singing, and I remember my father would 
come into my room and tell me, “Who are 
you trying to fool?” [laughs] “Thanks, dad. 
Thanks a lot.” 

Jimmy: What was it about punk as a subculture 
you found attractive? What aspect of it made 
you say, “I want to be a part of this.”? 

Rudy: The energy. 

Teresa: For me, it was the fact that you looked 
at these bands, you went and saw these bands 
and it wasn’t that they were great musicians, 
it wasn’t that they were technicians or 
anything, it was all do-it-yourself. Anybody 
can do it. All it takes is the desire to express 
yourself and, if you’re expressing yourself 
and doing it genuinely, that’s all you need. 

I really liked that because it seemed like, 
“Wow, this is doable. You don’t have to go 
to Julliard and learn.” I liked that whole “any 
man can do this” type of feel it had. 

Rudy: When we first met we went to see a 
lot of bands. Remember we went to see the 
Go Go’s there? 

Teresa: And they were all really amateurish, 
and that was what was really appealing for 
me. There wasn’t a great distance between 
the audience and the performers. 

Jimmy: That whole “no rock star” attitude. 
Teresa: Yeah, yeah. A lot of these bands were 
very amateurish when they first started. 

Rudy: Terrible, yeah, just terrible. 

Teresa: Right, but the energy was what got 
them a pass, and the genuine feeling about it. 
Rudy: After rehearsals, we would go down 
to the Hong Kong Cafe and Carlos Guitarlos 
would be working the back door, right? Every 
night we would go over and bug the hell out 
of him until he let us in for free, [laughs] I got 
see a lot of bands that way, bands that would 
inspire you to get your own band together. 
Jimmy: One of the things I’ve heard from 
other people is that they viewed punk as this 
new identity for them that wasn’t based on 
race, class, or anything else, but was just a 
new: “This is what I am.” Did you see that as 
a viable alternative? 

Teresa: As an identity? 

Jimmy: Yeah. 

Teresa: For me, not really, because I don’t 
think I ever thought myself, or even what 
we were doing musically, as being really 
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‘punk.” I think we were a little different And I 
think it was a personal thing for me, too. I think 
I probably have some sort of autism that I really 
don’t identify well with groups. I’ll try to be a 
part of a group, and it doesn’t matter what group 
it is, I’ll always been seen as, like, “Eww,” you 
know what I mean? So it’s like I don’t feel like I 
even identified as a punk, as in “Oh, I’m a punk,” 
because I think, too, I felt rejected by them as 
well. I remember going into Hollywood to go to 
punk clubs and stuff and not really feeling like 
I was a part of that culture, either. I never really 
felt it was important to wear a label, like I’m this 
or I’m that, I’m punk. I’m Chicano, especially 
for the band. As we started getting a little more 
recognition, we kind of got pigeonholed as 
being an East L.A. band, or a Chicano band, and 
suddenly, when you’re given a label like that, 
there are certain expectations that people have 
of you. I remember being criticized because, 
people would say, “Well they’re an East L.A. 
Chicano band, but they’re not political enough,” 
or “They’re supposed to be representing this, 
or representing that.” And it’s like, “You know 
what? I’m not here to represent anything. I’m 
here to express myself. I’m here because I feel I 
have to do music.” 


Jimmy; There are certain expectations based on 
their stereotypes. There’s a reason why a band 
like Los Lobos is loved and are considered.... 
Teresa: And I love Los Lobos, too. 

Jimmy:.., .right, me too... are considered the 
greatest band in the world, where somebody 
like the Bags, or The Zeros or The Plugz 
were completely marginalized. 

Teresa: So you think that is because the Lobos 
were doing—what they were representing— 
was something people could relate to as being 
Chicano, so they could understand it? 
Jimmy: They had one number one hit, and it 
was “La Bamba.” 

Teresa: Yeah, and it was like, “Hey, well, 
yeah, Chicano. Oh, okay.” Connect the dots. 
Jimmy: So, you guys were involved with the 
Hollywood stuff, went to the Starwood and 
the Whisky. Did you find camaraderie with 
any of those people? 

Teresa: I always felt like an outsider in that 
whole scene, and I felt like I wasn’t accepted. 
There were some things. I would go to shows 
and people were just mean and, like I said, 
I think it’s just a personal thing, [laughs] I 
think I just give off this vibe. You know how 
animals can tell the weird ones? I think it 


to get gigs in Hollywood, and we were just 
meeting up with walls until they intervened 
on our behalf. 

Rudy: John Doe had us open up for them. 
Teresa: And that’s like, again, scenes, it’s 
like....Getting the doors slammed into our 
face until John or Exene, because they’re part 
of that scene.... 

Rudy: Punk rock royalty. 

Teresa: Yeah, like, “Well, if they like them, if 
they think they’re okay, then okay then.” And 
that, to me, seems so wrong. 

Rudy: Do you remember when they first 
saw us? They came to my brother’s house. 
We played in a backyard. Diane Gamboa 
was there. All these people showed up at a 
backyard party that ended up being really key 
to the scene. They were there and someone 
pulled out a gun and fired it while we were 
playing. You remember that? 

Teresa: Vaguely. 

Rudy: John Doe and Exene just —psshoool — 
they took off and they said, “Don’t go to East 
L.A.!” [laughs] So they spread the word amongst 
the Hollywood crowd. They wouldn’t come to 
East LA., and I think that’s where a lot of that 
started. That gunshot while we were playing. 
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Jimmy: And then you get into that whole 
argument about “You’re not singing in 
Spanish...” 

Teresa: Right, exactly. I remember getting 
flack from people who were Spanish¬ 
speaking, bilingual—because I wasn’t. I was 
a pocha —and feeling down, making me feel 
like shit because I was not Spanish-speaking. 
And then you get the Americans giving you 
shit because you speak Spanish, and it’s just 
like, “You know. I’m just here, no label on me. 
I’m not punk, Pm not this, I’m not that.” 
Rudy: The thing is, people put that label on 
you and they expect you to be that label. 
Jimmy: They try to put you in this little 
pigeonhole. 

Teresa: And you know what else? It always 
seems to happen with minorities. You get 
these other white bands and no one ever 
expects them to hold the banner for their 
white race. They can just express themselves 
and they don’t have to represent the Celts or 
the Scots, you know what I mean? 

Jimmy: “Why don’t they wear kilts?” 
Teresa: “And why don’t they speak Gaelic?” 
This only happens with these.. .1 don’t know, 
maybe I’m wrong. 

Rudy: No, I think you’re right on. 

Jimmy; I think it’s a very valid point. 
v ' Teresa: Why does that happen? 

Jimmy: I would say it has to do with them 
having a lot of expectations of us as minorities. 
U/, Teresa: Expectations or stereotypes about 
T ~ what they think that means? 


was something like that, so I never really 
felt kinship with the scene, getting really 
close, until later on. Later on, Alice Bag and 
I hooked up and we started working together 
and doing music together, but that wasn’t 
during the late- 4 70s, early- 4 80s. 

Rudy: There were bands at the time that 
helped us out a lot. 

Teresa: Yeah, but you’re talking more like a 
sense of community with these people, like 
camaraderie? 

Jimmy: Yeah, the initial Hollywood group. 
There were some Chicanos involved there, 
some Latinos in general that were involved 
with that initial Hollywood scene, which is 
something that’s really kind of glossed over. 
They talk about The Plugz and The Zeros, 
who were from Chula Vista, as the only 
Chicanos there. Alice isn’t even considered 
a Chicana in a lot of the stuff that’s out there. 
And there was Danny Hidalgo from the 
Skulls, and something like half of The Gears 
were Chicanos. Did you network with any of 
those groups? 

Rudy: For gigs, yes, but as friends, “Let’s 
hang out,” not really. 

Teresa: I know Tito (Larriva, of The Plugz) 
helped us out a lot and Exene (Cervenka of 
X) helped us kind of get our foot in with the 
Hollywood scene. 

Rudy: She got us a lot of shows. John Doe’s 
(X) the one that called me up and set up our 
first Hollywood show at the Whisky. 

Teresa: And we had been trying, actually, 


Jimmy: Where was this? 

Rudy: City Terrace, right by Sybil Brand (a 
women’s prison). 

Teresa: And you know what else? By the 
time we started playing, that whole “golden 
age” of punk, 4 77- 4 78, was already gone. I 
know from Alice that, when the scene was 
first starting in L.A., she says that it was very, 
very open, and very, “Come on along. We’ll 
take anybody.” It had this openness to it, 
but like any scene, once you get your ranks, 
once you get your clique, you don’t want to 
have any more people in. You want to keep 
it exclusive. I think by the time we came 
around, which was more like ’79- 4 80, that 
scene had already closed up and if you were 
not there from the beginning, they really 
didn’t accept you as being part of that scene. 
Rudy: You weren’t welcome. 

Jimmy: They were also going through that 
period of decline where they were kind of 
being alienated from their own scene and 
these suburban kids were coming in and 
raising hell. 

Teresa: Yeah, so it was already kind of 
splintering. It’s too bad that we didn’t catch 
it in the beginning because it sounded like a 
really cool time. 

Rudy: We went to a lot of those shows. 
Remember we saw Alice Bag at the Whisky? 
I was blown away, man. It was amazing. 
Jimmy: What did you like about it? 

Rudy: She was just so...I’d never seen 
anyone so crazy on stage. Didn’t she have on 
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a mental case gown? I remember we were in 
front, just like, “Oh my god, this woman’s 
crazy!” [laughs] Never thought we’d meet 
her later. 

Jimmy: So how did The Brat come about? 
Rudy: I had a punk rock band called The 
Blades. We did a few backyard parties, but 
the band imploded pretty fast and I wanted 
to start another band. That’s when I just met 
you (Teresa). I met her at the Starwood. 
Jimmy: That was when The Jam was 
playing there? 

Teresa: Yeah, The Jam, The Weirdos and 
The Zeros. 

Rudy: That’s where I met Sean Carrillo, too. 
Teresa: Up until that time, I was only writing 
poetry. I always wanted to be in a group, I 
always wanted to sing, but I never was really 
exposed to anyone who was doing music. I 
was very isolated. When I met him and he 
had that opportunity, it was like, “Yeah, I 
want to do it.” 

Rudy: I had already had several bands that 
went nowhere, but it was fun. 

Teresa: He needed this. He needed a real singer. 
I think his brother wasn’t cuttin’ it. [laughs] 
Jimmy: Is your brother Sidney? 

Rudy: No, he’s my nephew, actually. 

Teresa: His brother Romi was the bass player. 
Rudy: He’s the one that really influenced me 
into that whole glam thing. He used to wear 
high-heels to school, [laughs] 

Teresa: And this is in East L.A. He probably 
got his butt kicked all the time for wearing 



whole artistic aspect that Jesse said he never 
even took into consideration. They would go 
around dressed as Nazi storm troopers, and 
he said almost got killed on First and Soto 
because he was dressed in a full SS uniform 
on the comer, [laughs] 

Rudy: That’s pretty crazy, man. 

Jimmy: Yeah, but it was all this matter of 
creativity that they were expressing in this 
weird, bizarre way and it was all based on the 
glam rock thing. It’s really funny how they 
all came from that, and that you found your 
way in from there as well. So what was the 
first Brat show? What was the first lineup? 
Rudy: The original lineup was Teresa and 
myself, and we had these two brothers on 
bass and drums. They were real nice guys. 
They were cool to have in the band because 
they owned a PA. and a light show, [laughs] 
Teresa: That’s always good, right? [laughs] 
Get members that have equipment. 

Rudy: They were real nice guys. Still are. 
Teresa: Our first show was probably a 
backyard show somewhere. 

Rudy: No, we played at a small bar in 
Alhambra. I have the flyer. 

Teresa: Oh yeah, I remember that one. That 
was the first one? 

Rudy: And we just did it because we just 
wanted to play somewhere. There was 
nobody there, but that was our first show. 
After that, we started doing a lot of disco 
parties. We did a ton of those, man, and we 
used to get paid well. 


doing fine without the Hollywood scene. The 
money wasn’t there. We were doing all original 
material, though, which is interesting. 

Teresa: But the crowds on the Eastside were 
really not receptive to what we were doing. 
They were disco crowds. They were dance 
crowds that wanted to hear something they 
could dance to. The girls were all dressed up.... 
Rudy: Cha-chas, [laughs] 

Teresa: Yeah, the cha-cha girls, so we were 
kind of out of our element. 

Rudy: I don’t know why we got so many of 
those shows. 

Jimmy: I was going to ask that. How come 
they kept asking you to play? 

Rudy: I don’t know why they kept calling 
us. It’s not that we made so much money, but 
for us it was good. 

Teresa: I never got any money. 

Rudy: Don’t lie. [laughs] 

Teresa: Hold on a minute, [laughs] 

Jimmy: Now he’s like, “Well, we didn’t make 
any money.” [laughs] So the community 
reaction to you was basically negative then. 
Rudy: Definitely. 

Teresa: Or indifferent. 

Jimmy: When you were doing the backyards, 
was it something you were actively promoting 
yourselves? 

Rudy: Yeah. We would build a stage, set up 
the P.A. 

Jimmy: You guys would hunt down the 
backyard, too? 

Rudy: Yeah. 
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those big shoes, [laughs] 

Jimmy: For the first generation, that seems 
to be the thing that brought them all in, the 
glam thing. ASCO (a famous Chicano artist 
collective) was influenced by the whole 
Bowie/glam thing. 

Rudy: But it was one of these [sticks up his 
middle finger]. It’s like, “Fuck you. I’m gonna 
do this. What are you gonna do about it?” and 
people were like, “Whoa, fag. Kick his ass.” 
Jimmy: Jesse Fixx from the Stains said he 
was too ugly to dress like Bowie so he decided 
he was going to dress like Mick Ronson. He 
would go with the leather jacket.... 

Teresa: And Mick Ronson is prettier than 
David Bowie! [laughs] 

Jimmy: So he’s like, “Yeah, I’m going to 
be Mick Ronson.” He would go around with 
a leather jacket without a shirt on and he’d 
attract all these girls and he would get all 
this shit. The thing, though, was those guys 
were a lot more violent. It was weird because 
Los Illegals (another early East L.A. band) 
came to it through this art aspect, the Stains 
came from the street, but they ended up in the 
same kind of thing, and the Stains had this 


Teresa: Yeah, a lot. They were very 
unfulfilling, though. Those were the types of 
shows where the band was the break for the 
DJs. The DJs were the stars and we were just 
the filler. 

Rudy: We were the “new wave” thing that 
was coming in that was entertainment for a 
half hour or whatever. 

Jimmy: Was that the period when Lowrider 
Magazine interviewed you? 

Teresa: No, that was later. 

Rudy: We started doing these bigger shows. 
My cousin was in a lowrider car club and he 
started hooking us up with these big shows, 
car club shows. Those paid really well, too, 
but it was totally not our scene. We just did 
them because they paid well. 

Teresa: And we couldn’t get shows in 
Hollywood. 

Jimmy: So the way you managed to 
circumvent the fact you couldn’t get a club 
show is that you would play these shows. 
Teresa: These backyard parties. 

Rudy: So we went from making money to 
doing Hollywood shows, and ail the money 
died. No more income, [laughs] We were 


Jimmy: Was there any kind of network that 
you would work through, or was it a matter 
of, “My cousin Louie has a backyard....”? 
Rudy: Exactly. It wasn’t a network at all. 
We created our own shows, and they just 
got packed. Where these people came from 
I have no idea. It was fun, some of those 
backyard parties. 

Jimmy: Any that were particularly 
memorable? Besides gunshots? [laughs] 
Rudy: That one was pretty interesting, [to 
Teresa] You remember any backyard parties? 
Teresa: You know, you’re mentioning all these 
backyard parties and I really don’t remember. 
Rudy: I have all these flyers. 

Teresa: I’m sure it’s true, but I was in a haze 
for a lot of this stuff. 

Rudy: We did some with Thee Undertakers. 
Those were always fun. 

Teresa: Yeah, I always liked playing with 
Thee Undertakers. 

Rudy: It was always like this competition 
thing, like “Oh shit! They blew us away last 
week so let’s blow them away this week.” 
But it was a healthy competition. 

Teresa: For the guys it was a competition. I 
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always liked hearing bands. No competition 
involved, [laughs] Isn’t it weird about male 
musicians? It always turns into a competition. 
Rudy: Well, you want to sound your best, 
you know? 

Jimmy: And you want to be the band 
everyone remembers. 

Teresa: Yeah, but can’t everybody win? 
Rudy: Yeah, but they were good, man. They 
were tight. 

Teresa: No, I know, they were good. 

Rudy: And so you would try to live up to 
their standards, you know? They were good. 
You know what really got things going was 
when Willie and Jesse (from Los Illegals) 
came over when we were practicing at my 
mom’s house, and they wanted to know if we 
wanted to do this big show they were going 
to have with The Plugz headlining. I have the 
flyer downstairs. It was the Rents.... 

Teresa: That was the first Vex (a punk club 
located in East L.A. that, for a time, became 
the focal point of the of the L.A. punk scene) 
show. We had to audition for that, [laughs] 
They came down to watch us to see if we were 
good enough to play at the Vex. [laughs] 
Rudy: They made us audition for that? I 
didn’t call them. They came^down. 

Teresa: Yeah, they came down and they 
liked us. 

Rudy: And from that show, we met Jerry 
Dreva.... 

Teresa: Tito (Larriva).... 

Rudy: Harry Gamboa..., 

Teresa: We met ASCO, we met Gronk. Yeah, 
that was a real pivotal show. Really blew it 
open for us. 


Rudy: ...Richard Duardo, we just met all 
these key people that guided our career 
from then on, out of East L.A. and into the 
Hollywood scene. 

Teresa: And you know how you were talking 
about community, how you have those places 
where you all kind of get together and you do 
art and stuff, and, in a way, that was the first 
semblance of that community, It wasn’t only 
musicians that were hanging out there. There 
were writers there, there were poets.... 

Rudy: Photographers, artists, musical artists. 
Jimmy: At the Vex, right? 

Teresa: Yeah, the first Vex. It was all the 
ASCO people, the (East Los) Streetscaper 
guys, all these different people. 

Rudy: We met a lot of important people there. 
Teresa: Yeah, that was a great show. I’ll 
always remember that one. 

Rudy: That’s where we met the Illegals. 
Teresa: We met the Illegals. I didn’t know 
the Illegals then. 

Rudy: Met Crazy Eddie that night, all 
those people. 

Jimmy: So that’s how your involvement 
with ASCO began? 

Teresa: Yeah, from that one show. 

Rudy: We met Diane Gamboa there. 

Teresa: Yeah, and I think that’s how we 
hooked up with Tito. Tito expressed an 
interest in producing a record for us, and 
that’s how he kind of stepped in and produced 
that EP for us. 

Rudy: And Richard, who did all the artwork, 
just happened to be there. 

Jimmy: What was influencing you guys at 
the time? Some of the lyrics you were writing 


were political, some were straight-forward, 
and some of it was poetic. Did you approach 
it from an artistic aspect, like, “I’m going to 
write poetic lyrics,” or was it just how you 
expressed yourself? 

Teresa: I think that was just my mode of 
expression. Like I said, I grew up from a 
very early age being musical, but I’ve always 
liked lyrics. Whenever I pick up a record, I 
inevitably go to the liner notes because I want 
to know what the artist is singing about. I really 
got into listening to how people would put 
words together. I’ve always liked the sounds 
of words. When you read good literature, the 
words create music of their own. I approached 
lyric writing from this very literary, artistic, “I 
want to make my point, but I want to make it in 
a way that’s poetic” way. And then I was also 
influenced by protest singers of the 1960s, so I 
wanted it to not only be pretty, but also wanted 
to have some meaning and make a point. I was 
a big fan of Bob Dylan. I love how he writes, 
how he can tell a story, but do it poetically, 
so I was really influenced by him and how he 
approached songwriting. I like Joni Mitchell 
for the same reason. 

Jimmy: Was a lot of what you were writing 
at the time informed by what was going on 
around you? 

Teresa: Oh yeah, definitely, especially 
politically. During the ‘80s, almost like our 
“heyday,” there was that whole Iran-Contra 
thing going on. Reagan was in office, and 
it’s a lot like now. It’s funny how it’s like 
the same thing over again. I think it’s a little 
worse now. So that informed a lot of the 
songs we wrote. We had songs about.... 
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Rudy: “Pledge of Allegiance,” “The Wolf,” 
“Soldier.” 

Teresa: Which were all political commentary 
on what was going on, whether it was 
the Contra war or just bad schools in poor 
neighborhoods, soldiers being recruited and 
they don’t even know what they’re going off 
to fight for. 

Rudy: Just like now. 

Teresa: Yeah, I’m telling you, it’s like the same 
stuff. So, yeah, it’s was always kind of informed. 
It had a political side and there was also a 
personal side, too. Feminists say the personal is 
the political, so it was all political, [laughs] 
Jimmy: Did you guys experience any overt 
racism in the greater L.A. scene because you 
were from East L.A. or Chicanos? 

Teresa: As a band collectively? 

Jimmy: Yeah, and personally. 

Teresa: Personally, yeah, I did all the time, 
but it’s kind of hard for me to distinguish 
whether it was me personally because I’m just 
a little odd or if it was really a racial thing. I 
think, collectively as a band, the racism we 
got was a little of what we talking were about 
before, where people just made assumptions 
about us, and I think we weren’t given a lot 
of opportunities because of the assumptions 
people made about what we were about. 
Jimmy: So you didn’t have crowds of people 
screaming “taco punk” at you or anything 
like that, [laughs] 

Teresa: No, not that we heard, but we did 
some shows....We opened for Bauhaus at the 
Roxy and, man, we were pelted with spit and 
trash and gum. 


Rudy: There was a while where we were 
doing all these shows in San Pedro and the 
beach area and there were all these hardcore 
bands and we were, “God, this is totally 
not our scene. What happened?” Do you 
remember that? 

Teresa: Yeah, yeah. There was a point 
toward the end of The Brat thing where we 
didn’t fit. 

Rudy: The shows we were doing, we just 
didn’t fit anymore. Hardcore and us didn’t fit. 
Jimmy: Did it present any challenges for 
you, Teresa, because you being the focus of 
the band as lead singer? Did you ever have 
any problems? 

Teresa: Well, yeah. Maybe it was just bad 
management, but we played so many shows 
where we were just jeered at, food, and 
people not listening. They just couldn’t get 
into the type of music we were doing. And 
that happened often. 

Rudy: Yeah, but I think that happens to 
every band. 

Teresa: Yeah, but I think he’s talking about 
that certain point where it was getting a 
little more violent and it was more like the 
skinhead punk. We did a lot of shows, ‘cause 
we started doing little jaunts off to Orange 
County and San Diego, and those were 
always strange shows to do because the 
audiences weren’t really receptive. I think 
they really went to see punk shows just so 
they could kick someone’s ass. 

Rudy: Exactly, and slam. 

Teresa: Just to hurt someone. 

Rudy: And it didn’t matter who was playing 


Rudy: Like the school of the Clash and the 
Ramones. 

Teresa: Our music from the beginning 
always had a melody. There was always a 
vocal melody. There was a song in there. 
There was a structure to it. 

Rudy: Notjust a moment of exercise—“Ahhhh! 
Boom!” Which is fun, but.... [laughs] 

Teresa: And I think that’s probably why, 
when the scene leveled out and that became 
what punk was, we didn’t fit into that. I think 
the groups you’re talking about, like the 
Stains, they started out with that as the way 
they approached it. They were very aggressive 
and the music had that manic energy, so they 
kind of fit into what was happening. 

Rudy: They were good, too. 

Teresa: Yeah, they were great. There’s a time 
and place for that. It was just, for me as a 
performer, that wasn’t my preferential way 
of expressing myself, to just go up there and 
“Aaauuughh!” 

Jimmy: To go nuts. 

Teresa: I mean, I was musical, and even now 
I want to hear some musicality in the things 
I listen to, which is why I can’t get into rap 
music, [laughs] because I don’t hear anything 
musical in it. 

Rudy: It’s very rhythmic. 

Teresa: It’s just like this beat and, most of 
the time, inane and misogynistic lyrics. I 
don’t get it. Rudy likes rap, but not the kind 
the kids listen to. 

Rudy: I can get into it, but I agree with you. 
The lyrics don’t have to suck that bad, and a 
lot of it is Cadillacs and whatever. But I do 
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Rudy: It was not our crowd. 

Teresa: Yeah. I don’t know if that was 
racism, but it wasn’t nice, [laughs] 

Rudy: I think it was a style of music and we 
were the wrong group to have open up for 
that band. For the most part, I don’t think 
there Was that much racism exhibited toward 
us. We had pretty good shows. 

Teresa: And if there was, it wasn’t really 
done overtly. It wasn’t really in your face, as 
far as the band. 

Jimmy: You guys were coming right as 
the Hollywood scene was declining, that 
egalitarian aspect of Hollywood, and the 
rise of the suburban hardcore culture, the 
HB kids and the Orange County kids that 
were much more violent. That must’ve been 
really interesting for you Teresa, specifically, 
being a woman and a Latina in this sea of 
adolescent testosterone, [laughs] 

Teresa: Yeah, yeah. I could never get into 
that violent kind of punk, and I think it 
manifested itself later on. It really wasn’t part 
of the “golden age” of punk. 


as long as it had a certain tempo. 

Teresa: And you could just go nuts and 
thrash around. 

Jimmy: Why do you think East L.A. bands 
like you and the Illegals were marginalized, but 
bands like the Stains and Circle One weren’t? 
Rudy: During the time when we were coming 
up, bands were very individualistic, and I 
think as time went on, a lot of the hardcore 
bands were very similar, especially with the 
screaming vocals. I like some of it, but a lot 
of it is just very much the same. Maybe that’s 
why we didn’t fit. 

Teresa: And I don’t think we ever were 
“punk” the way most people came to think of 
punk. I think as the movement came and went 
punk ended up meaning music that was very 
aggressive and violent and not very musical. 
Rudy: It changed its meaning. 

Teresa: It was just somebody screaming 
and playing very thrashy and, when we first 
started, we maybe had two songs like that, 
that were really fast and thrashy and the 
vocals were really screamy. 


like the thump in it. I get into it. 

Jimmy: To me, there are a lot of parallels 
between punk and hip-hop. There’s this 
militant aspect of it and the saddest part for 
me is to see what’s happened with women 
in rap. In the ‘80s you had people like Sister 
Souljah who were these militant rappers. 
Teresa: Yeah, they were good. I liked 
Sister Souljah. 

Jimmy: Even Queen Latifah. And then, all 
of a sudden, there’s all these other girls that 
are just like, “Treat me like a prostitute.” 
Teresa: And they’re the ones who make it. 
Jimmy : Yeah, that lowest common denominator 
that the public seems to identify with for some 
reason. Good quality art films or even deep 
dramas with some semblance of a good story 
can’t hold a candle to the latest remake of a 
really bad horror movie from the ‘70s.... What 
was the best show you ever played? 

Teresa: That Vex show for me and then 
everything else after that [imitates a plane 
crashing]. Kind of sad but true, [laughs] 
Jimmy: Were you guys involved with ASCO 
















and the Vex any more than as performers and 
club goers? 

Rudy: Artistically? Not really. 

Teresa: Well, I did some stuff with Harry 
Gamboa. He did some photo-novelas, and I’d 
go over and be in photographs with groups of 
people. He’d have ensembles and put together 
stories with just groups of pictures. I did some 
of that. We did a lot art show openings. We did 
the music for Richard Duardo’s show. 

Rudy: That was a pretty big show. How 
about that big photo we did with Los Illegals, 
Thee Undertakers and us? Harry Gamboa’s 
photo? That was kind of an ASCO offshoot. 
Jimmy: So you weren’t actively involved with 
the running of the Vex or anything like that? 
Teresa: Oh, no. Not at all. We aren’t business 
people, [laughs] 

Jimmy: What do you think is the biggest 
misconception that people had about you guys? 
Teresa: That we were punks, [laughs] 
Jimmy: How would you have described 
yourselves? What would’ve been more 
accurate? 

Teresa: Power pop. I think we were pop. 
Aggressive pop. 

Rudy: I think when punk used to mean 
something else, we were punk. When it was 
more individualistic, that’s when we were punk. 
But I don’t know what punk means anymore. I 
think we used to be punk, [laughs] 

Jimmy: But you think you got edged out a 
bit? The definition got so narrow that you got 
kicked out? 


Rudy: Yeah, ‘cause the Ramones were punk 
rock, and I thought that was what we were 
closest to. 

Teresa: The Ramones were kinda of 
monotone, like [imitates droney singing]. 
Rudy: But they had songs and melody. 
Teresa: Not, well, melody...just barely 
melody. But you know what I’m saying? Pop 
that had a little bit more intricacy to it. 
Jimmy: Well, Blondie was a punk band 
when they started out. 

Rudy: Right. 

Teresa: I think we were more like a Blondie- 
ish type of band. See, but were they really 
considered a punk band? 

Jimmy: Initially, yeah. 

Teresa: Because later on, it was like they 
weren’t part of.... 

Rudy: They became disco-Dannys and.... 
Teresa: And a new wave band. 

Rudy: Well, that’s what people started calling 
us after a while: new wave. 

Jimmy: And, for a while, “new wave” was 
just a way to say you were “punk” without 
claiming the negative connotations. 

Teresa: I think in the beginning, too,, punk 
was more like an attitude, and I guess if you 
were looking at the attitude we had when we 
were younger, it was like a punk attitude. 
“Don’t tell me what I can or can’t do. I’m 
going to do it anyway. Here were are.” " 
Rudy: We could dress any way we wanted to 
and everyone was like, “You’ve got a lot of 
nerve.” That was our punk attitude. 
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Jimmy: And then you got kind of pushed.... 
It sounds wrong when I say it this way, but 
as it narrowed, you guys eventually didn’t fit 
into that pigeonhole. That happened to a lot of 
bands. Public Image Ltd. is a perfect example 
of that. Everybody tried to force them into that 
punk thing and they just didn’t fit. 

Teresa: They were something totally different. 
Jimmy: I mean, in one respect, they were very 
punk, but that narrow pigeonhole just didn’t 
fit anymore. There was a band called the Big 
Boys from Texas that were hardcore, but they 
also did Kool and the Gang covers, and they 
weren’t doing it as some ironic joke. 

Teresa: And they were considered punk? 
Jimmy: Oh yeah, yeah. They were one of 
the two big bands in Texas. Them and a band 
called the Dicks, who were almost like a blues 
band. But yeah, they did these crazy covers 
with a horn section and they still managed 
to fit into that “punk” mold because, I guess, 
they forced themselves back into it. 

Teresa: Oh, wow. 

Jimmy: By those “hardcore” standards, they 
weren’t fast enough. They sang—the singer 
had a great voice—so comparing them to 
the Dead Kennedys—and even Jello tried to 
sing—in comparison to that, they were really 
out of that realm. So I guess that’s what I 
mean, that you guys kind of got pushed off of 
that ever-narrowing road. 

Teresa: Probably another misconception is 
that we had some sort of control of our career 
in the beginning. 
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Rudy: In the beginning we did. When 1 was 
managing the band, we were doing fine. Until 
we got our fancy management, [laughs] 
Jimmy: When was this? 

Rudy: Oh gosh, do we have to get into that? 
Teresa: Yeah, very early, maybe very soon 
after the whole Vex thing, the guys hooked 
up with these management people. 

Rudy: ‘"The guys....” 

Teresa: You know, from the very beginning, 
Rudy, I was like, “Don’t. This is sooo wrong.” 
But it was four guys and me, and it was kind of 
like, “Here we go,” and it was just a disaster. It 
was horrible. It was the end of the band. They 
drove the band into the ground. 

Jimmy: That’s what broke up the band? 
Teresa: Yeah, and I think a lot of people think 
it was us making these decisions, anything 
we decided to do, and it really wasn’t. It had 
nothing to do with us. 

Jimmy: What were they saying you were 
doing? 

Teresa: We had an opportunity early on to 
start releasing music on a little independent 
label, and these management people had 
a whole different plan which was totally 


airplay on KROQ, Rodney Bingenheimer’s 
interviewing the group.... 

Jimmy: This is the Fatima (Tito Larriva’s 
label, which released The Brat’s Attitudes 
EP) record? 

Teresa: Yeah. 

Rudy: Jed the Fish was playing the record, 
we were getting good shows on our own with 
Adam Ant and whatever. Everything was 
happening, pretty much, and the plan was we 
were going to release a follow up to the EP, 
which was going to be Romance. Remember 
the 45 we were going to do? 

Teresa: I disconnected at that point, [laughs] 
Rudy: It was going to be “Romance” in English 
and “Romance” in Spanish and we were going 
to do it with Tito Larriva. But then all that got 
cut and we went on this other fuckin’ journey 
of trying to get signed by God.... 

Teresa: .. .that had nothing to do with the band 
anymore. They took the band and what we 
wanted and it turned into what they wanted. 
They killed the spirit of the band. 

Rudy: So what we ended up doing was 
working with a lot of different producers, 
and everyone had their own idea of what we 
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commercial. They were trying to get us signed 
to these big labels and doing these countless 
showcases for these A& R people who don’t 
know shit about what good music is or what 
any music with heart is, right? So we were 
endlessly trying to please these assholes, you 
know? We really should’ve just—whenever 
we would get new music, record it, put it 
out, record it, put it out. Who cares if it’s 
only 500 copies that you’re putting out at 
a time? At least you’re documenting your 
work and you’re putting it out there and 
you’re playing. Isn’t that what we started 
doing it for? Instead, we got sidetracked. We 
were managed by the guy who managed The 
Knack who thought he was going to make 
us into another Knack, like all of sudden we 
were going to have a hit and he was going to 
make a bunch of money. 

Jimmy: So you became more of a cash cow 
than a band. 

Teresa: Well, you know, I hate to say it; 
actually, he probably did make some money 
off of us. 

Rudy: We were on Capitol Records on a 
development deal. They gave us money.... 
Teresa: That we never saw. That we got no 
part of. 

Rudy: But he was in control of the- band. 
We weren’t in control of the band. You 
know, when we were on our own, we 
had a record out, it was getting medium 


should sound like. Some had this fantastic 
idea we should have maracas, or fuckin’ 
castanets because we were a “Spanish” band, 
or all Mexicans play with castanets, I guess. 
Jimmy: [laughs] Yeah, and that was the 
complete opposite of what you were. 

Rudy: Remember that one time they had that 
guy, Victor, who had a fuckin’ truckload of 
percussion? [laughs] Oh my god, they spent 
a fortune on this shit. 

Teresa: And they never bothered to ask the 
band: “Well, what do you think? What do 
you want?” 

Rudy: Well, I had ideas, but they were 
shot down. 

Teresa: Exactly. That’s what I’m saying. 
Jimmy: That’s kind of sad. 

Teresa: That’s totally sad. 

Jimmy: That you’ve got these ideas for your own 
band and people that aren’t even in the band.... 
Teresa: Are telling you what to do. 

Rudy: They were like, “No, that’s not what 
we’re doing here.” 

Teresa: It was horrible. 

Rudy: The only thing good I can say came 
out of that whole fuckin’ experience is that 
we have a shitload of recorded music. Some 
of it is good and some of it is not, but it’s 
all recorded, and that’s what’s going to be 
released pretty soon. 

Jimmy: That’s right. You’re doing an 
anthology, right? 
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Rudy: Yeah, but some of it was not the way 
we wanted to approach the production or the 
mixing. Fortunately, we were able to remix 
the majority of the stuff. 

Jimmy: So you have the original tapes? 
Rudy: The multi-tracks, yeah. 

Jimmy: That’s a good thing, [laughs] 

Rudy: But it was a bad experience. 

Jimmy: I can imagine. So, basically, the band 
was over a lot longer before it actually ended? 
Teresa: Yeah, the band over probably in ‘82. 
Rudy: Yeah, we beat the dead horse for three 
or four years. 

Teresa: By ‘82 it was done. 

Jimmy: And you broke up, what, in ‘84- 
‘85, right? 

Teresa: About three years kind of dragging 
along. I think it was ‘85, because ‘85 was 
when I went to Mexico City. I remember 
when I went to Mexico City it was bad , and it 
was like the end, and it was kind of a way to 
get away and think about it. [laughs] “What 
the hell happened?” 

Jimmy: So what did you guys do afterwards? 
What was Act Of Faith? 

Rudy: Act Of Faith was like.... 

Teresa: Beating the dead horse! [laughs] 
Rudy: Beating the dead horse. We thought 
the Brat was.... 

Teresa: Now don’t say “we.” They thought. 
Jimmy: Were you still in the band at this time? 
Teresa: Yeah, unfortunately I was. [laughs] 
Rudy: Yeah, she was dragged along for 
the ride. 

Jimmy: I always thought Act Of Faith was a 
post-Brat band, like maybe you (Rudy) and 
maybe a couple of the others. 

Rudy: I don’t know what that was. 

Jimmy: So was it essentially the Brat with a 
different name? 

Rudy: Yeah. 

Teresa: There were some different players in it, 
too. There was a new bass player and drummer. 
Rudy: They were good musicians, but we 
had already killed the momentum. The spirit 
of the band was dead, and it just became this 
fuckin’ nightmare, [laughs] 

Teresa: It became a chore, and it should never 
get to the point where you dread playing. 
Jimmy: What did you do after? 

Rudy: There were a ton of bands she played in 
and different bands that I played in, but as far 
as she and I together, that was it. It was over. 
We were still friends and everything, but.... 
Jimmy: Teresa, you had Las Tres and 
Goddess 13, right? 

Teresa: Yeah. 

Jimmy: Was that an extension of what was 
going on with the Brat? 

Teresa: Well, there was a good gap between 
when the Brat finished and when I hooked up 
with Alice Bag and we started our musical 
thing, and the music was totally different, 
too. The Brat was electric and loud, and then 
the stuff I was doing with Alice was very 
acoustic, almost folkish. 

Jimmy: Why did The Brat get back 
together now? 

Rudy: I think what set the whole thing up 
was the tapes were falling apart. In the back 
of my mind I always knew these tapes were 


going to fall apart—the glue is falling apart 
on the multi-tracks—and if I don’t have them 
baked and transferred soon, they’re going to 
be gone forever. We’ve got so many tapes: 
crates of all these multi-tracks and mixes. 
Jimmy: Tracy Skull said your basement was 
full of all these tapes or something. 

Rudy: Well, it’s not that much, but, basically, 
it was a lot of tapes that I went through. I had 
them all transferred and when we started taking 
stock of what we had, it was like, “Oh my God, 
we could mix some of this stuff,” ‘cause the 
mixes we had were like, “Eek.” My God, it 
was horrendous, all these over-produced.... 
Anyway, we were able to mix it down to what 
the band’s about, 
and so a lot of these 
mixes are more to our 
liking. In fact, I think 
you (Teresa) made a 
comment like, “Now 
I can listen to these 
songs again.” [laughs] 

Teresa: The two that 
I heard, yeah, because 
before, it’s kind of sad, 
but I couldn’t listen to 
any of the music we 
recorded because it 
was so awful. I was 
like, “I don’t even 
want to hear it.” 

Rudy: It was hard 
going back and 
listening to this stuff 
because there was so 
much that was negative 
connected to it. 

Teresa: I think we 
wanted to play again 
because, after listening 
to some of that music, 
for me personally 
listening to it again 
after it was remixed, 
the songs were still 
there and I still thought, 

“You know, that was a 
good song. That was 
really a nice song. I 

remember that song.” So it was like, “It would be 
nice to play these again now that there’s not all 
this baggage and stuff happening all around.” 
Rudy: We’re in control now. 

Teresa: I don’t know about that, [laughs] 
But, yeah, the songs still speak to me and 
that’s why I wanted to do them again. 

Rudy: You know; it’s a funny thing. The 
element of fun is coming back into playing, 
and we haven’t had that in so long. We had so 
much fun at the last show. 

Teresa: It’s still kind of hit and miss for me, 
but I like the music and I think that if people 
are still interested in hearing it and seeing it 
performed, then we’re more than happy to 
sing some of those songs. I’m really proud of 
a lot of the songs we wrote back then. 

Jimmy: Are you doing it as a viable band 
thing, or is it more kind of you guys getting 
together to play some shows and play a lot of 
the old songs? 


Teresa: I think it’s like we get together once 
in a while. If there are some shows coming 
up, or we get some shows, we’ll rehearse and 
play them. 

Jimmy: So it’s not a case of active, “Let’s 
write new material.” 

Teresa: We’ve been trying to write some 
new stuff. Rudy and I, as we’ve grown, our 
musical tastes are a little different now, so 
it’s a little more difficult for us to collaborate 
because we don’t see things eye to eye and it’s 
really hard for us to compromise. But we’ve 
been trying to do some writing. But then I’m 
thinking now I can do some writing now on 
my own, so if there’s something he likes that 


Todd Taylor 

I do, maybe we can incorporate that. 

Rudy: We’re working on the songwriting 
department. 

Jimmy: Are you guys getting a better 
reception than you used to? There seems to 
be a lot more people into the band. 

Rudy: It’s surprising. We’re really surprised 
at the response we’re getting. 

Teresa: It’s really positive and encouraging, 
whereas I think when we were playing before, 
the majority of our shows were very depressing. 
First of all, we were playing in front of a bunch 
of audiences that didn’t appreciate us. A lot of 
times we were doing arrangements and music 
that weren’t stuff that we’d agreed on. 

Rudy: The producer was forcing upon us. 
Teresa: Yeah, so now I think that’s the 
most surprising thing for me, just seeing the 
reception and people are so kind, they’re so 
sweet, you know? And it’s like, “Wow, is this 
what it feels like?” [laughs] 
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Teresa: “Because we can't take it all the way, 
but we’re going to take it as far as we can.” 
Jimmy: Were there any other bands? 

Teresa: Rudy was more the ambassador, so 
he was more involved with the other groups. 
Like I said. I’m a total autistic introvert, so I 
really didn’t... 

Jimmy: There really wasn’t any other band 
besides Thee Undertakers that made you 


Rudy: Oh, that was him! 

Teresa: That was Todd. He was shocked. 
He said, “Dude, he was trying to give it to 
me,” and I’m like.... “You should’ve taken 
it.” [laughs] 

Jimmy: He said, “I had to give them money.’’ 
Rudy: Yeah, it was like, “Oh, shit, we made 
money. Wow, cool!” 

Jimmy: Were there any other bands from the 


Rudy: We’re not used to that at all. 

Jimmy: Have you heard any of the covers 
that have been done? 

Teresa: No. 

Jimmy: The Tyrades do a cover of “High 


something. 
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Teresa: No. 

Jimmy: The Tyrades do 
School.” 

Teresa: Oh, how cool! 

Rudy: On a record? 

Jimmy: Yeah, on a compilation or 
Teresa: That is so cool. 

Jimmy: They’re an underground band, but 
they’ve got a female singer and they do a 
cover of “High School.” Really abrasive and 
atonal, but you can identify it. 


Teresa: That’s exciting. That makes me 
happy, [laughs] 

Rudy: We only released one record, you 
know? Five songs and that’s all that’s out 
there, and that’s all that’s been keeping us 
alive over the years. It’s amazing that five- 
song EP has really.... I mean, how many did 
we sell? A couple thousand and that’s it? 
Teresa: Yeah, probably. 

Jimmy: I remember when you played the 
Japanese American Museum (in 2002), you gave 
Todd from Razorcake a record and he couldn’t 
just take it. He had to give you money for it. 


neighborhood going on back then that you 
don’t think have gotten their just due? 

Rudy: Thee Undertakers, sometimes they 
don’t get recognized and we always feel 
like “bring them along.” I don’t know if you 
(Teresa) feel that way. 
Teresa: Yeah, I don’t 
think they’ve gotten 
the recognition they 
deserve, but they were 
really good. They were 
probably better than we 
were back in the day. 
Rudy: Yeah. They gave 
us a run for our money. 
Jimmy: What did you 
like about them? 

Teresa: I liked that 
they had a whole theme 
down. They had an idea 
that wasn’t just, “Let’s 
get together and play.” 
Rudy: It was a 

performance. Maybe 
they would carry in 
Anthony (Undertakers 
guitarist) in a coffin one 
day, and he’d come out 
and go berserk onstage. 
Teresa: And this was 
before goth was cool, 
right? [laughs] Death 
and all that. And their 
songs were funny. They 
had a sense of humor, 
and they were also dark, 
and they were furious. 
Their presentation 
was just well-rounded 
and they were good 
musicians. You know, 
what I also respected 
about them is that most 
of them, all of them, 
came from like nothing, 
just like us. Dirt poor 
with no resources. 

jimmy^lvaracta JMP But they had a 
look onstage. 

Teresa: Somehow they would get it together. 
Rudy: They had their white shirts. 

Teresa: And their thrift store suits. 

Jimmy: There’s this picture of them, and it’s 
so funny because they’re in these black suits 
in, I guess it’s Evergreen Cemetery with all 
the headstones, and they’re all in these black 
suits with white tennis shoes. 

Teresa: Because they probably couldn’t 
afford the dress shoes. 

Jimmy: But it’s a great photo, right? Very 
East L.A. to me because it’s like, yeah, 
“We’re gonna get into this just this far.” 


band 
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say, “Wow”? 

Teresa: From the East L.A. scene? 

Rudy: The Odd Squad. I always felt they 
should’ve had more attention, but they were 
always ready to implode. 

Teresa: I think Angela (Vogel) is really 
talented. She used to be in the Odd Squad. But 
she’s never really had a band long enough to 
get it going, put wheels on it. I really respect 
her as a songwriter. She’s a great songwriter. 

Rudy: She’s never had a good opportunity to 
showcase her work. 

Teresa: She’d be the one I think that needs to 
get more recognition. 

Jimmy: She was in The Cliches, too, right? 

Rudy: Yeah, the first all-girl band in East L.A. 

Teresa: See, they were a great group and they 
took off for a while, and then they just fell apart 
Rudy: And Odd Squad was really good and 
they got to a certain point. A&M Records 
was ready to sign them up. 

Jimmy: The only thing I can remember 
them putting out was a song on the Los 
Angelinos compilation. 

Teresa: Yeah, they had that one song. 

Rudy: I have that Angelinas record. I found it. 

Teresa: Did you really? 

Rudy: Yeah. 

Teresa: Umm.... You know, unfortunately, 
unlike you, Jimmy, who seems to know every 
little thing going on everywhere, I was never 
like that. I wish I was. 

Jimmy: Was there anybody specific for 
you, Rudy? 

Rudy: There was, uh, not the Stains, but Tracy? 

Teresa: Oh, Violent Children. That’s right. 

They were interesting. 

Rudy: They were interesting guys. Real 
punk rock , you know? [laughs] 

Teresa: Like Sex Pistols punk. They were 
good, yeah. A lot of screaming. 

Rudy: Just a bunch of screaming. Tracy just 
looked great and.... 

Teresa: They were the type of band that just 
had the image down pat, the look. 

Rudy: The image, the attitude. They just 
looked so cool as a band, but they couldn’t 
really play. 

Teresa: Musically nothing sticks out, like, 

“Oh, I remember this song,” but they were 
good performers. They were fun to watch. 

Jimmy: What were your impressions of 
the Vex? 

Rudy: It was like a school, like “Go get your 
education. Go see all these bands coming 
through town.” That’s where I saw a lot of 
these bands for the first time. ?0. 

Teresa: I remember the audiences. I 
remember it was the first time at a punk-type 
show—'cause I was used to seeing shows 
over in Hollywood—where you actually had 
a crowd that was really nicely mixed. 
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Rudy: Diverse. 

Teresa: Yeah, wasn’t that kind of cool 
about the Vex? It kind of brought east and 
west (Los Angeles) together in a really nice 
way. Even to this day, I love audiences like 
that, when you go places and it isn’t just a 
bunch of white people or it isn’t just a bunch 
of people of color. It’s just like all types of 
people and they’re all kind of there in a good 
atmosphere. 

Rudy: The Tia Chucha’s (a cafe in Sylmar) 
crowd was really diverse. I liked that. 
Teresa: That had a nice mix, too, yeah. 
Jimmy: That was a good show. 


Jimmy: Did you go to any of the other 
Vex locations? 

Rudy: The one on Brooklyn and Mott? Yeah, 
I was there all the time. 

Jimmy: How was that in comparison? 

Rudy: It lost the feel. I still went and saw all 
those bands play—The Adolescents used to 
play there a lot—but, for me, it had lost the 
community Sense of it. It just became a place. 
Jimmy: Besides The Brat, do you have any 
current projects? 

Rudy: Not really. 

Jimmy: You were in Knucklebone for a 
while, too. 


Rudy: I did Cactus Flower with Eddie Ayala 
(from Los Illegals and the Odd Squad) and 
John Avila and Johnny “Vatos” (both from 
Oingo Boingo) on bass and drums. We 
recorded a whole record. It never came out. 
Teresa: That was a great record, too. I heard 
some of those songs. 

Jimmy: This was when? 

Rudy: This was about *96. That was a 
good record. I hope one day maybe I can 
talk to John and we can put it out, just to 
have it available. 

Jimmy: John Avila’s been involved with a 
lot of the East L.A. stuff in recent years. 
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Teresa: But weren’t Vex audiences 
consistently like that? 

Rudy: In the beginning, yes. 

Teresa: They had a really nice mix of people 
that would come down to see these shows. 
That was kind of cool. 

Jimmy: Were you there for the Black Flag 
riot that shut down the original location? 
Teresa: No. 

Rudy: I was there. It was a mess, man. It was 
not cool. 

Teresa: I thought it was The Gears. Wasn’t 
it The Gears? 

Rudy: It was Black Flag. They just trashed 
the place. It sucked. 

Teresa: That’s what I heard. They were 
throwing chairs out of the windows. 

Jimmy: Yeah, something about throwing a 
forty-pound table out of a window. 

Rudy: You know what it felt like? Like 
outside people were coming into our place 
and trashing it and just leaving, like, “Yeah, 
we had a good time.” That’s how it felt, and 
it wasn’t a good feeling. 

Jimmy: It took the fun right out of that 
i place, right? 

? Rudy: They closed it after that. That was the 
last show. 


Rudy: Yeah, for two years maybe. Tracy 
(Undertakers bassist) and I have another side 
band, Curse Of The Undertakers Hearse. We 
can’t get it off the ground, but it’s fun. I just 
like jamming with Tracy. 

Teresa: I’m working with Tracy’s wife Angie. 
We’re trying to do some songwnting together. 
Jimmy: More of the folk kind of thing? 
Teresa: Yeah, well, we were.... 

Jimmy: You were in Stay At Home Bomb, 
too, right? 

Teresa: Yeah, I did that for a while with 
Alice, and right before Alice left the three 
of us were playing together in Punkoustica. 
When she left, we were trying to keep it 
together by still writing and doing CDs back 
and forth, which is really difficult to do. 
Rudy: She’s a key ingredient. You need her 
down here. 

Teresa: But Angie’s got that set-up. Tracy’s got 
that little recording studio, so we’re trying to do 
some writing together. She and I talk about one 
day just taking the guitars down to Old Town 
Pasadena and just sitting on the street [laughs] 
and just playing out there with a little hat. 
Jimmy: Kinda cool. 

Teresa: And I want to start a gypsy jazz 
band; kind of like Django Reinhardt. 


Rudy: Yeah. 

Jimmy: He’s one of those guys I always 
thought of as more on the Westside Oingo 
Boingo new wave trip. 

Rudy: Since Oingo Boingo broke up—I 
think they’re playing again with a new 
singer or something—but he makes his 
income recording bands in his backyard. 
He has a really nice studio. Cactus Flower 
were his guinea pigs. After that, he’s been 
recording Quetzal... 

Teresa: Quetzal’s actually getting some 
people together to do some project. He hit 
you up, right? And he hit me up about doing 
some things. 

Rudy: Quetzal’s been really helpful. He 
set up the show at the Anti-Mall and the 
Echo Bar. 

Jimmy: In what ways do you see the current 
generation of kids have an advantage over 
you guys? 

Rudy: The Internet. It’s easier to network. 
All those people who showed up at that show 
had to do with MySpace. Before, you could 
make a hundred flyers and how many people 
would show up from those flyers? 

Teresa: I think there are more opportunities 
to be able to do it yourself. Now you’ve got 
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ProTools and these home studios where you 
could conceivably make a good sounding 
record at home, and you don't need to kneel 
before the A&R gods [laughs] trying to sell 
your soul. 

Jimmy: Fifteen dollars and a computer get 
you a hundred copies of your record. 

Teresa: The whole do it yourself thing is just 
easier to do now. 

Rudy: We didn’t have that. 

Teresa: We could’ve done it ourselves, but I 
think it would’ve taken a lot more effort. 
Rudy: I wouldn’t have minded putting in the 
effort, but I think we were thinking, “I can 
concentrate on my art, and they’ll take care 
of the business.” It doesn’t work that way. 
You have to be involved in every aspect. 
Jimmy: How about disadvantages? 

Teresa: Maybe I’m saying this because I’m 
older now, but it seems like everything’s been 
done and it’s harder to break new ground, to 
truly be an innovator; to do something that’s 
uniquely your own. I think maybe it’s harder 
to find a voice now. Corporations have become 
this great big monolith and it seems like even 
culture’s turning that way—where you have 
these certain venues for expression—right? 
Maybe I’m wrong, because you know of all 
these little underground things happening, 
which is really good to hear, and I guess 
there’s always going to be that. There’s 
always going to be people that go around the 
mainstream to find something uniquely their 
own. I just think it’s a little harder to find that 
now. 

Jimmy: To be honest, that’s what gives me 
hope—outside society as a whole, there’s 
always going to be these kids. 

Teresa: The only way it’s going to be saved is 
people just breaking out of this lock-step and 
doing something that’s just a little different. 
Jimmy: Are there any bands out now that 
you see as paralleling what you guys were 
doing? 

Rudy: Not really. The only thing I can relate 
to this group is.... Do you remember the 
old skateboarders who started that whole 
swimming pool thing? There’s a movie out. 
Jimmy: Oh, Dogtown and Z-Boys. 

Rudy: Yeah. I can relate to that. Not to the 
skateboarding—I’m not into skateboarding— 
but just how these old school people put this 
thing together and itjust took a life of its own. 

I kind of can relate it to what we did, how we 
wrote our own music, and it’s become this 
whole big other thing, where Green Day is 
so huge, and it basically started from writing 
your own songs. I don’t know. I can just see 
a parallel with that movie. 

Teresa: I’m sure if we were more aware of 
the other bands that are out there, and we 
actually knew where they were and where 
they were playing, I’m sure we’d see parallels. 
We’d see these really young kids who are 
expressing themselves, who are doing it out 
of the mainstream, that are creating their own 
little niche for themselves. 

Rudy: We’re just not educated. 

Teresa: Well, yeah, I know I’m not, because 
I have no idea what’s going on in the 
underground in L.A. these days, but I’m 


sure there are parallels all over the place. 
Anybody that’s out there doing anything 
that’s not getting a lot of publicity I can see a 
parallel, ‘cause probably they’re doing it out 
of a love of it. They’re doing it because they 
have to express. They’re doing it because 
they feel this need to be creative and those 
are the same things that drove us to do what 
we were doing. 

Jimmy: What do you think was the most 
important thing you took out of your 
involvement with East L.A. punk? 

Rudy: For me it’s always been about music. 
That’s really my driving force, and everything 
else revolved around 
that. When I was nine 
years old, I knew I had 
to get a guitar. That’s 
really the one thing. 

It was always about 
playing music. 

Jimmy: How do 
you think your life 
would’ve been 
without it? 

Rudy: Boring. 

Unfulfilled. 

Teresa: I think 
probably for me the 
best thing I took 
out of that is, in a 
way, we left—not to 
sound pretentious or 
anything—a legacy. 

When we play now 
there are really 
young kids who 
come and see us and 
tell us, “I remember 
my uncle had this 
record of you...,” 

Rudy: Yeah, we get 
emails like that. 

Teresa: I got this 
email from this 
woman in New 
Mexico who wrote 
and said she was 
going through a pile 
of old records her 
friend had and she 
found our record 
and she listened to it. 

She wrote and said, 

“You know, I had no 
idea that Chicanas 
were doing this at 
that time. I thought 
it was only me.” ' 

That for me is what 
is important, and 

I think that’s the greatest thing I managed 
to take from this. I think that was probably 
important, to kind of just lay the groundwork 
and then also just personally to have that 
opportunity, no matter how good or bad it 
was, just to have that opportunity to do what I 
wanted, which was to sing in a band and write 
music. It was important to have that avenue. 
Even if at the moment that we were doing it 
that wasn’t my intent and that wasn’t even in 


my mind, like, “I will be a role model.” 
Rudy: You just do it. 

Teresa: You just do it, and in retrospect, 
looking back, you know, I’m really glad I’ve 
done that, because now I’m looking and I’m 
seeing it did mean something. Maybe at the 
time I was just so down on it and didn’t really 
appreciate it at the moment, but looking back 
on it, it was good. And people are looking 
back on it and they’re getting something 
from it; a new generation of young women 
get something from that. And I’m glad I was 
able to be at that place and leave that. 
Jimmy: How do you feel your life would’ve 


been if you hadn’t gone down that road? 
Teresa: There wouldn’t have been that. One 
way or another, I was going to do music. If it 
wasn’t this, I would’ve been in a choir. 
Jimmy: It was an inevitability for you. 
Teresa: Yeah. It was going to happen. Maybe 
not in this configuration, but in some way. 
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No one knows better than Stressface—sleeveless ambassadors of rock— 
how good they are. They're not short on confidence or hubris. Okay, they're 
cocky. And, if they didn't have the chops to back it up, they'd be as laughable 
as Odin, in Decline of Western Civilization, Part II: The Metal Years: assless 
chaps held up by suspenders, with no talent to pull it off in the big time. If 
you like Grecian coliseums of rock: expertly crafted, heavy and rough-hewn, 
but precise, Stressface has already built your house of worship. All it takes 
to enter—if you haven't been proselytized by their live show—is getting your 
mitts on their debut CD, Oh... You're Welcome. 

Okay, I understand that I'm not that quick witted and I don't mind being 
outflanked in an interview, but I kept on feeling like I'd just been served by 
Stressface. When the interview was in progress, regardless of the question, it 
just seemed they had their own agenda, speaking whatever was on their minds. 
It was little more than me holding out a tape recorder and them directing the 
conversation. Unruly, it seemed, until the transcription. Then a magical thing 
happened. They actually did answer everything I asked, just not in the order I 
asked, and almost in pun-tongue. 

So, please, strap yourself in, tighten up your bullet belt, accept some of the 
absurdity, and hang on. 

Ladies and gentlemen, introducing the fabulous Stressface. 


Interview by 
Todd Taylor 
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Todd: You guys are from outer space? 

Bad Mr. Frosty: As far as I remember, I was 
the one from outer space. 

The Blade: Here’s the deal: Bad Mr. Frosty 
is still a little hazy. He was a great guitar 
player so far ahead of his time that he had to 
be frozen and launched into space until earth 
was ready for his brilliance. He was frozen 
in a jacuzzi. So he’s human, but did in fact 
come from space. Make sense? 

Todd: A bit. 

Irish Stout: The origin story is indeed a hazy 
one. But, speaking for myself, I wouldn’t say 
I came from outer space. I came from a place 
that can be better described similar to that 
movie with Dennis Quaid and Martin Short... 
shit... what was that movie called? 

Vardcore: Dirty Dane ingl 
Todd: Only Frosty came in UFO? I though 
you guys were all “From Outer Space... And 
in Your Face!” 

The Blade: Just Frosty. Does a frozen hot 
tub count as a UFO? I want to say it was 
actually “frozen in champagne,” but I might 
be overstepping the truth. 

Irish Stout: Frosty indeed had to be frozen 
in champagne. It’s the only known fluid that’s 
able to delicately preserve his mighty, riff¬ 
slaying hands. When the time came to unite 
the “face,” the signal was sent via satellite to 
Frosty’s frozen Jacuzzi UFO, causing him to 
wake from his slumber and defrost the vessel 
with his own urine. He then descended to 
earth and the rest is history. 

Vardcore: Some cultures view the event as 
the earth ascending to Frosty’s plane. This 
is celebrated in ritual and song. But never in 
dance. We added that element. 

Todd: Who shot Bad Mr. Frosty into 
outer space? 

Marbs Attacks: The Shakers, actually. 
They have since died out as a sect, but their 
furniture lives on. I have a chair. It is sturdy. 
Bad Mr. Frosty: Actually, it was quite a 
conspiracy. There was a two-prong attack 
working against me—or for humanity— 
depending on how you look at it. What 
happened was back in the late ‘70s, I was 
playing around with some groups in the 
New York area, and after a gig at the newly 
opened CBGBs, Hilly Crystal was so blown 
away that he instantly realized that what 
I was laying down was just too much for 
the kids of the day, a la Marty McFly circa 
1950s. So, after making a few phone calls, 
the Apollo missions team was brought in, as 
my civilian alter ego was about expose their 
moon landing hoax. After being abducted by 
the government, I was given the concession 
of residing in a hot tub in exchange for giving 
up my former civilian identity, thus ending 
the threat towards the faux lunar landings 
and sparing the musical landscape until a 
more feasible time. 

Todd: Got it. Do you guys carpool in an 
effort to save the earth? 

The Blade: When earth was ready for 
ultimate rock, Marbs Attacks used the power 
of science to locate the rest of us to get it 
together. He activated the homing device in 
the hot tub. Got Vardcore’s communication 


hub together to find me forging the finest 
steel. The songs we crafted were so good 
that the only ears that could pick up on our 
wavelength was Irish Stout. He found us and 
the rest is history. We now all live together in 
a big, two-story brick house eight blocks from 
a twenty-four-hour pizza delivery station. So 
we don’t have to carpool anymore. We don’t 
even have a van... or cabinets... but that’s 
another story. 


Irish Stout: As hot as it gets in Florida, 
we’ve never been pushed to the point of 
installing a pool in any of our cars. I mean, 
that’s a little over-the-top and indulgent, even 
for Stressface. Plus don’t you think it would 
get all warm, smelly, and weird? Not very 
refreshing, Todd. Next question. 

Todd: How did you guys know Irish Stout 
was “in” before he was in? 

Marbs Attacks: It was a lot like love at first 
sight but without the love, and he actually 
heard it, not saw it, and it was precognitive. 
Todd: A little more about space, for a 
second. Compare and contrast: Stressface, 
Gwar, and Alf. 

Marbs Attacks: Gwar wishes they had 1% 
of the originality we do. Have you seen 
our shirts? They spell out the band’s name. 
What can be more original than that? Not 
some made up paper mache Battlefield: 
Earth wardrobe mishaps. As far as Alf/ 
Stressface. We rock, he doesn’t. But that is 
pretty much the comparison between us and 
anybody else. 

Irish Stout: Remember when Alf sang 
for Gwar a couple times and none of them 
wore costumes? It was just metal dudes 
with a dwarf singing and they spelled their 
name backwards so no one was confused— 
FLARAWG—and played shitty night clubs. 
Remember how weird and uncomfortable 
that was? Well, we are nothing like that. 
At all. 


Todd: Are there any other words that can be 
made from the orientation of your shirts? 
The Blade: For our album debut tour, 
we needed four roadies. Their uniforms 
spelled RO AD CR EW. So, there’s lots 
of combinations with nine pairs of letters. 
ST RE SS FA CE RO AD CR EW. Let the 
readers have a fun time with that jumble. 
Our first tour, Ricochet, the roadie, had an 
exclamation point. 


Todd: Why is Irish Stout’s name in a different, 
smaller font on the back of his shirt? 

Marbs Attacks: It is actually an optical 
illusion. He, in fact, has much, much wider 
shoulders than the rest of us. 

Bad Mr. Frosty: It’s not the size man... 

The Blade: He’s the frontman. Duh. All of 
our uniforms include just a little something 
extra for Irish Stout. 

Vardcore: It’s actually one of those 3-D 
optical illusion prints, where you have to 
stare at it and defocus your eyes to see the 
real picture. If you’d have done that, you’d 
probably have a spot on the spaceship. 

Irish Stout: How big you see it usually 
determines how much I like you... sorry dude. 
Todd: Have you ever thought of putting 
another message on the back of your 
shirts? Maybe mixing it up, so you have a 
synchronized move, people go “Huh?” you 
all turn around, and it’s a message? 

The Blade: No, the number 53 on the back is 
our Plan-it-X catalog number. The road crew 
have 06 on their backs to notate the tour they 
started. Never thought about an alternate 
back message. We’re confusing enough to 
the crowds. We do have different uniforms. 
There’s also our formal sleeveless wear with 
ties. Once Savage Brewtality and Stressface 
were slated to play the same bill. The night 
before, Jack, their guitar player, told us they 
were going to wear dresses and perform as 
“Dressface.” We had twenty hours to figure 
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out what to do. We made togas and found 
visors. We performed as “Savage Dudetality.” 
They didn’t show up in dresses. We ruled the 
fake challenge. 

Irish Stout: TAPPA KEGA BRU! Those 
guys are posers. 

Todd: Speaking of showmanship and 
“moves,” does Stressface’s eyeliner serve 
any special function—like glare reduction 
for a football player or hats in America in the 
4 40s—that we may not be aware of? 

Marbs Attacks: The eyeliner was a parody 
of current mainstream pop punk culture. It 
was an attempt to show everyone how stupid 
it looks. Then we realized it looked really 
good on us so we have since dispensed with 
the eyeliner. 

The Blade: Weeks of rocking can have its toll. 
Sometimes it’s not eyeliner; see band name. 
Irish Stout: For awhile, for me at least, it 
was this like ultimate ‘Tuck You” gesture 
towards the crowd. I mean, here’s this fuckin’ 
badass band—Stressface—rocking your ass 
off so hard and you are so wrapped up in this 
tornado of envy, worship, and astonishment 
that you want to fucking knock their lights 
out for being so unbelievable... but, holy shit, 
wait a minute... look at that, they’ve blacked 


themselves out. They’re so intense! I imagine 
it was extremely frustrating and possibly 
even rewarding for the spectators. 

Todd: Healing. The power of rock seems 
to be with Stressface. What transformative 
powers have you seen with your own eyes 
that your music has performed? 

Bad Mr. Frosty: Spontaneous 

desleevement. 

Marbs Attacks: Every time we play, I see 
men, women, and children reborn. They shed 
their skin of mediocrity and banality and are 
uplifted to a higher realm: kind of like heaven 
but without that silly god dude. I can’t believe 
people still believe in that shit. Fucking lame- 
os. When the spaceship comes to take us away 
and you are all left pouting on Earth’s surface, 
I will be laughing from the Ledo deck at you 
and your silly little spook. 

The Blade: Oh, the kids and their crazy dances. 
Vardcore: The spilling of precious malty 
fluids onto the floor, accidentally. 

Todd: [asking Irish Stout] The tattoo on 
your arm, is that a variation of the 2012, 
The Mayan Galactic Alignment, or is it a 
love of Chicago? 

Irish Stout: I’ve had to cleverly disguise 
my ancient Mayan markings to blend in 


me, he’s spent way too much time in the sun 
lately and boiled his brain like a little stewed 
prune. I mean the man is so fucking tan he 
looks like a walking football. 

The Blade: There are lawn maintenance 
guys with the 2012 tattoo who have argued 
with him about it. Hence the song. Never 
argue with a guy in a band. One day he may 
write some lyrics and have his revenge. 

Todd: To our readers who don’t know what 
it’s all about, what’s the condensed version of 
what’s going to happen in 2012? 

Marbs Attacks: We live, you die. Is that 
short enough Torquemada? 

Irish Stout: To anyone who is reading this, 
and doesn’t own our CD, is in sad shape. The 
answer to your question is clear and simple; 
right in the liner notes. But I do understand 
the confusion. Sometimes people are lazy 
simpletons and don’t “read” liner notes. 
Case in point: in issue #35 of Razorcake a 
certain reviewer (whom we will call “Tim 
Spiderhole” to avoid embarrassment) 
obviously didn’t read the liner notes. This 
is important, people! The answer to life’s 
riddles are answered right there in our debut 
CD! But hey, it’s your life, amigo. 

Todd: So, how sure are you about 2012? 
Week-long party beforehand so everyone’s 
almost dead already? 

Marbs Attacks: Fuck everyone else. We’re 
going up on the spaceship. If they’re not 
down enough to know what’s up, they can 
hang out here with all the other posers when 
the world ends. We’ll be toasting their demise 
from the party deck of our space cruiser. 

Irish Stout: Once all the posers perish, we 
will indeed laugh heartedly from our party 
deck. Maybe we’ll gather some of the ashes 
and roll it with our killer “space weed” just 
out of spite. 

Todd: Speaking of weird ingestions, [asking 
Marbs] is it true that your entire diet consists 
of beer and Styrofoam peanuts? 

Marbs Attacks: It’s usually only beer. The 
peanuts are for cleansing purposes. Some 
hippie taught me about it. 

Todd: Is it true that you make detailed 
sculptures from the brown? 

Marbs Attacks: They are not sculptures, but 
monuments. 

Todd: Are there other bands who you accept 
their level of rocking as equal to—or perhaps 
just slightly less than Stressface? 
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The Blade: A few great bands have stepped 
to us. We’ve blown them all off the stage. 
We don’t have many rules, but when you ask 
Stressface to perform, you are asking us to 
headline. Have you ever heard of the Fest in 
Gainesville? It’s a yearly event when over a 
hundred of the best bands in the world get 
all riled up and come to town for a chance to 
share the stage with Stressface. The Fest #1 
was our first performance. Not a coincidence. 
We set up a booth to shave free mohawks 
while we were playing. So punk! No band 
has been able to touch our rock yet, so the 
Fest continues. Fest 5 is in the bank, and we 
still have the crown. People talk all they want 
to about how it’s a big dysfunctional family 
reunion. It’s really a battle royal to outshine 
Stressface. It will never happen. That’s why 
there’s so much drinking that weekend: failed 
bands drowning their sorrows. Honorable 
mentions go to Billy Reese Peters, Savage 
Brew, Fastplant. 

Marbs Attacks: We make an effort to be 
supportive of all of the bands out there with 
a drive and passion for truth in rocking. We 
couldn’t be happier that many are following 
our influence and ditching the whiny bullshit. 
It is an honor to be such an influence. We 
expected it, but it’s still an honor. It is a bit 
sad how hard these bands have to work at the 
rocking when it comes so easy for us. You 
know, we rock even when we’re brushing 
our teeth. Of course, our toothbrushes are 
made from bits of Bad Mr. Frosty and 
Vardcore’s previously rocked-on guitars 
strings, so the fact that they rock is a given, 
but it still deserves to be mentioned. As far 
as peers in rocking, the short answer is “no.” 
The long answer is noooooooooooo fucking 

we had to play a show and we were all in 
a coma—maybe—then there would be room 
for comparison, but unless that happens, then 
absolutely not. Pluto’s not a planet anymore. 
Get over it. 

Todd: Okay, on the flip to that: who’s 
Stressface’s longest-running or deepest- 
seated nemesis? 


Bad Mr. Frosty: You know, over the course 
of our illustrious career, we have called out 
all challengers and poseurs, really. And they 
have all fallen by the wayside. So we are still 
in search of our Frazier. Bring it on, suckers. 
The Blade: While there’s no bad blood, 
Panthro Alex is definitely the longest 
running. That guy is always running; great 
form, too.... The Gainesville NPR station on 
Friday afternoons has a show called Conner 
Calling. The host is Conner. His voice is our 
nemesis. Every word out of his mouth sounds 
like a retired Army colonel falling asleep on 
the toilet. His phrasing is very breathy and 
full of pauses. He manages to inject boredom 
while interviewing interesting authors. His 
interaction with callers is very awkward. 
Of course, we listen every week. It’s like 
watching... ER... listening to a car wreck. 
We’ve hated him so long that I think we’ll 
miss him when he’s gone. We’ve grown into 
sort of a Magento/ Professor X relationship. 
Todd: Stressface sounds invincible. The 
amateur psychologist in me wants to know: 
what breaks you? 

Bad Mr. Frosty: Not being able to borrow 
good equipment.... Please, if you are going 
to get the chance to open up for us, have the 
respect to bring nice gear. If you need to get 
new stuff ‘cause yours sucks, then, by all 
means... please.... 

Marbs Attacks: I’m not sure if this question 
is specifically directed towards The Blade or 
not, but I will answer anyway due to the fact 
that I like to see my words in print. That is 
my answer. Think about it. 

The Blade: To quote the bumper of my 
pickup truck, “I brake for pinball.” 

Irish Stout: And it’s true, he does.... Not 
much bums me out or breaks me, but I did 
see a bumper sticker today that said, “They 
call it PMS because Mad Cow Disease was 
already taken.” I mean, that’s just stupid. The 
symptoms of PMS were medically named so by 
an American neurologist in 1931 and Mad Cow 
Disease wasn’t even discovered until the later 
part of the 20th century. So that sticker doesn’t 
even make fucking sense. Totally illogical. 


Todd: Philosophy for The Blade. You 
seem like a thinker. What makes your 
metal the strongest? 

The Blade: It’s not so much a philosophy 
as it is upbringing. I was raised in a metal 
environment. I didn’t get an allowance. I 
got a job at Poppa Blade’s grinding shop. 
My formative years were spent sharpening 
all kinds of metalworking tools and blades. 
In the process, I’ve inhaled enough high 
speed steel, cobalt, titanium coating, and 
carbide dust that it has seeped into my blood, 
brain, and riffs. I can compare my rock to 
the philosophy of Master Lee of Jeet Kune 
Do: The Blade does not bend like a reed in 
the wind. The Blade does not act like water 
and take the shape of its vessel. The Blade 
composes with the precision of the percussion 
and locks it in permanent form. 

Vardcore: That’s not to say that The Blade 
is inflexible. Were you to sit a boulder upon 
him, he would flex and the boulder would 
roll away, crushing all naysayers in its path. 
Todd: If Stressface could endorse any 
product available—one that you use all the 
time and really like—what would it be and 
how would you sell it? 

Marbs Attacks: Easy Cheese. It sells itself. 
Bad Mr. Frosty: UPS, for obvious reasons, 
but I’m thinking that’s more of a service... 
so I would go with Fiskars scissors, the best 
de-sleever in the biz. 

The Blade: A box cutter, or should I say, the 
box cutter. Stanley brand, model 99-E, The 
Blade’s favorite blade. 

Vardcore: Macintosh, both computers and 
apples, which I would help sell by eating 
them both. 

Irish Stout: I’m pretty sure the product we stand 
by the most is Plan-it-X records catalog number 
53. It’s pretty much all you need in life. 

Todd: You guys seem to know a bit about, 
and sing songs of praise of Cindy Lauper’s 
dad in the video “Girls Just Want to Have 
Fun.” Do you know why Captain Lou Albano 
had rubber bands on his face? 

The Blade: You always need a rubber band. 
They help group similar items. I hang spare 



doesn’t. 


But that is pretty 
much the comparison 
between us and 


anybody else. 
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rubber bands on my doorknobs. That system 
works for me. Cap’n Lou’s commitment to 
organization outshines us all. 

Vardcore: They are not rubber bands at all, but 
rather thin strips of marinated flesh that his face 
produces. You can chew on them like beef jerky 
and they will spontaneously re-grow. Truly, 
this is one of our planet’s most mysterious food 
sources. And one that is largely untapped. 

Irish Stout: Vardcore’s answer just made 
me barf. 

Marbs Attacks: Captain Lou was a green 
grocer. They were for bunching broccoli, 
which, by the way, is a flower and thus a 
perfectly acceptable Valentine’s Day gift. 
Bad Mr. Frosty: What the fuck did Marbs 
say? And he thinks we landed on the moon. 
What does that tell you? I was up there. I 
didn’t see any American flags. 

Todd: When Stressface plays, do mice explode? 
The Blade: Ghost Mice explode. Mad props 
to our Plan-it-X labelmates. 

Marbs Attacks: If by “when” you mean 
“Are you” and by “Stressface” you mean 
“the sexiest” and by “plays” you mean 
“man” and by “do mice” you mean “on the” 
and by “explode” you mean “planet” then by 
all means, yes. 

Vardcore: The Vice explode,*yes. 

Todd: PCP. Funny? Unfunny? 

Bad Mr. Frosty: To quote a prominent 
Gainesville resident ala early ‘90s: “Ha, 
ha, ha. You just got dusted.” No one has 
seen or heard from him in twelve years.... 
Discuss.... 

Marbs Attacks: Drugs are absolutely not 
funny. People on drugs are fucking hilarious. 


|Frosty indeed had to be 
frozen in champagne. 

k It’s the only known fluid that’s able 
| to delicately preserve his mighty, 
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in to check out the scene. They were instantly 
swamped with merch from all the bands. 
That’s one thing the Heartbreakers have in 
common with Stressface. We can’t even 
walk into a club to kick it without getting 
armloads of CDs, patches, sweatbands, and 
whatnot from whoever is playing. I went up 
to Mike and Ron, and said, “The least they 
could do would be to give us a bag when 
they’re swarming us with their crap.” They 
nodded, laughed, and Ron and I did the secret 
rocker handshake. Then I showed them to a 
dumpster outside where they could get rid of 
the merch. 


Vardcore: PCP jokes are not as funny as 
weed jokes, neither of which are employed 
by the man with the salmon guitar. 

Todd: Serious question: What’s the band’s 
division on Tom Petty? 

Marbs Attacks: Well, I say no, I wouldn’t 
fuck him, but there is still some disagreement 
with certain other members of the band as to 
whether I would or not. I’m kind of a whore. 
Bad Mr. Frosty: I guess it’s hard on him to 
front Gainesville’s second most famous band. 
Sorry, bro. He just needs to stop talking shit 
and recognize. 

The Blade: Stressface’s division on Tom 
Petty: I get the drumstick, Marbs gets the 
wings, Frosty and Vardcore politely eat the 
side dishes. Irish Stout sits in the van and 
reads Soy, Not Oi! Seriously, Tom Petty is 
a dynamo. The Blade personally celebrates 
90% of his songs. He’s in the Rock and Roll 
Hall of Fame. Stressface still has to wait 
another seventeen years before our demo 
tape is old enough to make us eligible for 
consideration. The Blade has seen Tom Petty 
and the Heartbreakers three times in the last 
five years—shout out to Ricochet for the 
hook up. The Blade enjoyed each concert. 
Only boring moment is the eight minute jam- 
out on “It’s Good to Be King.” He has so 
many hits that he can play for two hours and 
not play top ten hits. On the cover of his first 
LP, Tom Petty is wearing a bullet belt. That 
record did come out close to the time period 
of Frosty’s exile in the hot tub. 

I was working security at a Less Than 
Jake show and guitarist Mike Campbell and 
bassist Ron Blair of the Heartbreakers came 


Vardcore: Although this is hearsay, a guy 
that went to high school with Tom Petty 
claims that he tried to smoke aspirin to 
get high. I guess more bands of that era 
should have tried that method, huh? I still 
think TP should have stuck with the band 
name Mudcrutch. 

Todd: What book would you suggest that fits 
this bill: An Instruction Guide for Weirdoes. 
The Blade: I would suggest the New 
Testament, but millions already believe that 
joke. Fucked Up and Photocopied is a pretty 
good one. Also the book from the Dischord 
twenty-year box set thing. 

Bad Mr. Frosty: Bladeblog.com. 

Marbs Attacks: Well, I don’t read, so fuck 
you for trying to break me. 

Vardcore: The local phone directory, perhaps? 
Irish Stout: I’d have to go with The 
Doomsday Bonnet while listening to the 
Cone of Light CD. That Daniel Higgs guy 
has a cozy spot on the flight deck. 

Todd: Stressface, like it or not, are 
ambassadors. Florida. Why do its denizens 
love light beer so, so much? 

The Blade: In Florida, even in the dead 
of winter, we’re still weeks away from 
swimsuit season. 
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Amy Adoyzie 

Top Five Things You ’d Think 
Would Be a Cinch to Find in 
Chinars, But Ain’t So 

1. Flip flops 

2. Mandarin speakers 

3. Egg rolls and fortune cookies 

4. Chinese jump rope 

5. Obedient students 

Aphid Peewit 

• Samhain: Live 1984 at the 
Stardust Ballroom (DVD) 

• Johnny Cash, Man in Black: 
Live in Denmark 1971 (DVD) 

• Mummies, Unwrapped!?! (Video) 

• Robert Anton Wilson, 1932- 
2007: R.I.P. 

• Stephanie Miller Show 
(syndicated progressive radio 
show). If you’re going to 
indulge your inner toddler with 
the guilty pleasure of partisan 
politics, it goes down easiest—as 
Mary Poppins knows—with a 
spoonful of sophomoric humor 
and fart jokes. Something the 
right wingers seem doomed to 
never figure out. Not to mention 
that SMS is home to one of the 
absolute best impersonators in 
the business, bar none. 

Etlm Mosliar 

1. Chuck Pahlaniuk, Haunted , 
Book (The most disturbing 
collection of stories ever.) 

2. Intellectuals, Invisible Is the 
Best CD 

3. Figgs, Follow Jean Through 
the Sea CD 

4. Emily Grogan, At Sea CD 

5. Kevin K, Hollywood CD 


Buttertooth 

1. Bumbklaat, Corrosion 7” 

2. The Discoverers: A History 
of Man’s Search to Know His 
World and Himself by Daniel J. 
Boorstin (book) 

3. Everything You Know Is Wrong: 


the Disinformation Guide to Secrets 
and Lies (book) 
www.disinfo.com 

4. Unwound, Challenge for a 
Civilized Society CD 

5. Sonic Youth, The Destroyed 
Room CD 

Chris Devlin 

Top Five Shows at Punk 
Rock Bowling 

• Radon 

• Tiltwheel 

• Dillinger Four 

• Hoosegow 

• 100 punkers singing “God 
Bless the U.S.A. (Proud to Be an 
American)” during lasers and water. 

Chris Pelgler 

• Social Circkle, Static Eyes EP 

• Skate Korpse, Self-titled LP 

• Police & Thieves, Self-titled EP 

• Deep Sleep, You ’re Screwed EP 

• Artcore Fanzine #23 packaged 
with America’s Unknown comp LP 

Comrade Bree 

1. The Devil and Daniel 
Johnston DVD 

2. Thomas Function!, Vanity 
Lights EPT 

3. Go Tell the Mountain: Stories 
and Lyrics of Jeffrey Lee 
Pierce (book) 

4. New Luck Toy, There’s a 
Hole in My Face Where She 
Used to Be CD 

5. Mind-blowing bootleg of 
early B-52’s footage my friend 
Lelah played for me when I was 
wasted. (VHS) 

Craven Reek 

Top Five Bits of Culture That 
Kept Me Alive Through a Month 
of Non-Stop Cab Driving in 
Louisville, Kentucky 

1. Friday Night Soundclash with 
Matt Anthony on 91.9 WFPK 

2. Realms at some punk house 
called Black Bear something. 

3. NerfJihad#6 and #7 (zine) 

4. Mid-American Chants , by 
Sherwood Anderson (book) 

5. America , by Ralph 
Steadman (book) 



Daryl Gyssiri 

• The Vicious, Alienated LP 

• Government Warning, No 
Moderation LP 

• Future Virgins, Self-titled 7” 

• The Answer Lies/Tulsa, split 7” 

• El Pato (salsa) 

Dave Disorder 

Top Five Things I Just Found 
Between the Arm and Seat 
of My Leather Chair and the 
Soundtrack Music That Would 
Accompany My Discoveries... 

5. Found object: mystery pill 
(Soundtrack: “Rehab Barbie” 
from the new Radon CD Metrics 
Buttloads of Rock.) 

4. Found object: Chex Mix 
or, “crunch crunch,” if you 
will (Soundtrack: “Widows on 
Welfare” from the new Toys That 
Kill CD Shanked!.) 

3. Found object: beer bottle cap 
(Soundtrack: Tiltwheel track one, 
side one “Fuck You This Place Is 
Dead Anyways” from their split 
with Off With Their Heads.) 

2. Found object: piece of weed 
(Soundtrack: “Paint Thin Walls” 
from the CD Jumbo’s Clown 
Room by Underground Railroad 
To Candyland.) 

1. Found object: empty 
airline-sized bottle of whiskey 
(Soundtrack: “28 Years” from the 
CD Ain’t It Funny by Pretty Boy 
Thorson And The Fallen Angels.) 

Designated Dale 

1. The Despised (Atlanta, GA) 
Punk, It’s Not for Rich Kid$ 
Anymore! CD. Keeping hardcore 
alive and violently kicking down 
the Southside. 

2. Big Drill Car gigs on VHS. 
Don’t even think of going on 
YouTube—they ain’t there. 

3. Four-and five-year old kids 
recognizing who the Ramones are. 
There really is hope for the future. 

4. My brother turning forty 
earlier this year. If you knew 
‘em, you’d get it. Joe rules and is 
fucking hysterical. 

5. India’s free publicity for 
Slayer’s Christ Illusion LP due 
to their getting it banned in their 
country. Who needs the Quick-E- 
Mart? Not me. 


Donoftliedgad 

• Knugen Faller, Inte Som Ni 7” 

• Behind Enemy Lines, One 
Nation Under the Fist of God LP 

• The Beltones, Cheap Trinkets CD 

• Siouxsie & The Banshees, The 
Best of CD 

• Eat The Living, Bloodbath CD 

Gabe Bock 

• Not Punk Rock Bowling. 
Tiltwheel not last place? 

I call bullshit. 

• Cranford Nix, Jr. 

• The Bananas, “Nautical Theme” 

• Rabbicai the cat with the heart 
of gold in Portland, OR telling 
me, “You seem like you’re doing 
much better now.” 

• Thrillhouse Records in San 
Francisco, CA making punk a 
threat again. 

Jennifer WSiiteferd 

Top Five Songs in Heavy 
Rotation at My House 

1. Riverboat Gamblers, “On 
Again Off Again” 

2. Sahara Hotnights, 

“Hotnight Crash” 

3. River City Tanlines, 

“I’m Your Negative” 

4. The Unlovables, “Samatha” 

5. The Marvelettes, “Too Many 
Fish in the Sea” 

Jenny Mottcayo 

1. Pete from the Bouncing Souls 
wishing me a Happy Birthday on 
stage in Vegas at PRB. 

2. Todd wearing a bear suit with 
a cape (aka a pillowcase) 
while bowling. 

3. The Briefs, Black Fag, and The 
Ignorant live at Alex’s Bar 1/26/07. 

4. Getting a digital camera for 
my birthday—I’ve finally 
entered this century. 

5. Del Taco’s Dan’s Deal. 

Fuck yeah! 

Jim Hyland 

1. Smogtown, Ugly American 
Makeover 7” 

2. Les Hatepinks, Tete Malade CD 

3. Darkbuster at the 
Zombie Lounge 

4. The Lucky Stiffs, Gold in 
Peace, Iron in War 12” 

5. Thomas Pynchon, 

Against the Day (novel) 


"Anna Nicole Smith dying. 










Joe Evans 

1. Lifetime, Self-titled CD 

2. The 20 Belows, Headaches 
and Moodswings CD 

3. Only Crime, Virulence CD 

4. The Homostupids, live at Pass 
Out Records in Brooklyn 

5. The Best Show On 
WFMU podcast 

Josh Benke 

1. The Black Lips and Th’ 

Losin’ Streaks live at the Blue 
Lamp, Sacramento 

2. Los Saicos, Wild Teen Punks 
from Peru 10” 

3. Los Shains, El Ritmo De... 10” 

4. The Boys, Self-titled LP 

5. Giant Robots, Too Young to Know 
Better... Too Hard to Care CD 

Julia Smut 

1. Chelsea, Faster, Cheaper & 
Better Looking 1 ’ CD 

2. Tom Dowd, The Language of 
Music DVD 

3. Bat Skates custom decks 

4. Smut Peddlers at SXS W 2007! 

5. Stanley Clarke at The Vault. 

Kiyo^ii 

Five Important Comics You Can 
Read for Free Through the L.A. 
Library System 

1. A Contract With God by 
Will Eisner 

2. Epileptic by David B. 

3. The Snakepit Book by 
Ben Snakepit 

4. Mome Anthology by various 

5. V for Vendetta by Alan Moore 
and David Lloyd 

The Lord ICveldylfr 

1. The Beatles by Bob Spitz (book) 

2. Various Artists, Shit Like 
a Champion 3: Unfinished 
Business CD 

3. Tom Waits, Orphans 3xCD 

4. The return of Brett Favre. 

5. Receiving a digital turntable 
for Christmas. 

Hega n Pants 

Top Five Books I Recommend 

• Sherman Alexie, The Lone 
Ranger and Tonto Fistfight 
in Heaven 

• Nelson Algren, The Man with 
the Golden Arm 

• Richard Brautigan, Revenge of 
the Lawn 

• Jonathan Carrol, The Land 
of Laughs 

• Haruki Murakami, The Wind-up 
Bird Chronicle 



Mike Frame 

1. Head, No Hugging No 
Learning LP 

2. Lifetime, Self-titled CD 

3. Rural Rock N Roll Documentary 

4. Little Richard 5 LP Box Set 

5. Modemettes live show 

Mhs hlameffa J. Kim 

1. Lily Allen, Alright, Still — 
more attitude than an angry 
rapper but with a dazzling 
elegance that can’t be matched. 

2. Black Lips live at Spaceland. 
Why was Keifer Sutherland there 
and why didn’t he come home 
with me? 

3. Chromeo’s single “Needy 
Girl.” I know this is old but you 
can’t deny the power of the funky 
bass lines and vocoder—take that 
Roger and Zapp! 

4. Digital Leather, Sugar Hands 
unreleased. Don’t ask me why I 
have this. Madonna’s visage can 
turn green right about... now. 

5. Ferry Corsten, L.E.F. As 
aggressive as electronic music 
gets. There’s no other contender. 

MR Johnson 

• Koda Kumi, Cherry Girl 
(Japanese pop music. Fun stuff.) 

• Barefoot and Pregnant (Comp 
of old school Minneapolis punk) 

• Iron Maiden, Piece of Mind 

• He-Man and the Masters of the 
Universe 

• Dillinger Four live 

Mr. Z 

Top Five Current Guilty Pleasures 

1. Lily Allen, Alright, Still CD 
(She samples the Specials and the 
Emannuelle softcore pom theme 
song for her self-made music.) 

2. Dead To Me, Cuban Ballerina 
CD (Cannot stop listening to this 
motherfucker.) 

3. Common, “A Dream” song 
(Some real good shit. No really.) 

4. Damian Marley, Welcome 
to Jamrock CD (Fun, socially 
conscious music from Bob 
Marely’s youngest son.) 

5. Weird Al, Straight Outta 
Lynwood CD (Have you seen 
the video for “White and Nerdy” 
yet? Duuuude. Hahahaha!) 

flaked Rob (&SCU 103.3FM) 

1. Full Blown Aids, Beso Me 
Mucho CD (Pinche Tejanos) 

2. The Spark, Self-titled CD 
(Mas pinche Tejanos) 

3. The Mall, Emergency at the 
Everything CD (Gamer-core) 

4. The Monsters, Garage Punk 
Vol. 1 CD (Made in Switzerland) 

5. Zero Down, Old Time Revival 
CD (Seattle rocksl) 


Uarcfwuar the Human Serviette 

1. Pointed Sticks live at Richards’ 
on Richard’s Vancouver. 

2. Michael Viner’s Incredible 
Bongo Band, Bongo Rock LP 

3. Fun 100, Goodbye! CD 

4. Bad Amps, Two Faced 7” 

5. Clarence Reid, Funky Party CD 

Rev. N0rb 

• Busy Signals, “Can’t Feel a 
Thing” b/w “All The Time” 

• Spits, 2006 European Tour 12” 

• Jay Reatard, Blood Visions LP 

• Various Artists, One Kiss Can 
Lead to Another: Girl Group 
Sounds, Lost and Found 

(4 CD box set) 

• John Cooper Clarke, Ou Est La 
Maison Du Fromage? CD 

Rhythm Chicken 

1. We Jam Econo : The Story of 
the Minutemen DVD 

2. It’s Happiness: A Polka 
Documentary DVD 

3. The Life and Death of Lenin , 
by Robert Payne (book) 

4. Art Altenburg, “The Oof-oof’ 

5. The Midnight Loving, Century 
Trails CD 

Rpnlnaeli 

1. Larry Williams and Johnny 
Guitar Watson’s Two for the 
Price of One (LP) 

2. That kid on Toy Machine who 
switch 360 flipped the Carlsbad 
High gap. 

3. Gabriel Hart coming through 
with greatness (go see him 
play, fuckers). 

4. Noam Chomsky 

5. Haim Ginott’s Teacher and 
Child (book—I’m serious. A 
great book on effective, positive 
communication with young 
people and the not-so-young.) 

Sarah Shay 

1. Various Artists, Campfire Songs 
About Religion & Suicide CD 

2. The Lathe Symphonic, Hello 
My Name Is the Lathe Symphonic 
CD 

3. Eddie Izzard, 

Definite Article DVD 

4. Common Market, 1-28-07 at 
Silver Platters (live show) 

5. The Earaches, 

Time on Fire CD 

Sean Koepeniek 

My New Favorite Songs by The 
Jam After Seeing Paul Weller Live 
at Irving Plaza, NYC on 1/29/07 

1. “Man in the Comershop” 

2. “That’s Entertainment” 

3. “Carnation” 

4. “Thick As Thieves” 

5. “English Rose” 


Speedway Randy 

Top Five DVDs on Repeat 

1. Jackass 2 

2. William Eggleston in the 
Real World 

3. L’Eclisse 

4. TV Sheriff 

5. Narcoleptic dogs on You Tube 

Susan Chung 

The First Five Punk Albums I 
Ever Listened To (Back in 1993) 

1. Pennywise, Self-titled 

2. Dead Kennedys, 

Bedtime for Democracy 

3. Operation Ivy, Energy 

4. Bad Religion, Suffer 

5. Crass, Stations of the Crass 

Todd Taylor 

• Future Virgins, 

Self-titled 7” EP 

• The Measure [SA], 

Union Pool 7” 

• The Vicious, Alienated 12” 

• Tragedy, Nerve Damage LP 

• Tiltwheel/Off With Their 
Heads, split 7” 

Travis !. 

1. Goodnight Loving, Cemetery 
Trails LP 

2. Live Fast Die, Bandana 
Thrash Record LP 

3. Anna Nicole Smith dying. 

4. Batman vs. Madmonk , Matt 
Wagner comics 

5. Blowfly, Weird World of.. LP 

Ty Stranglehold 

Top Five Bands Jay Brown Was 
In (Rest In Peace) 

1. Alcoholic White Trash 

2. The Hoosegow 

3. The Bonerdogs 

4. Drone 

5. Fuck Pig 

Uri 0. 

1. Pagan Altar, 

Mythical and Magical 

2. Weedeater (live) 

3. The Hidden Hand, The 
Resurrection of Whiskey Foote 

4. Bedemon, Child of Darkness 

5. Reps Rubble, Vol landII 
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20 BELOWS, THE: 

Headaches and Moodswings: CD 

Man, I thought I knew pop punk, but 
I guess I was wrong, because this 
came out of nowhere to me. Imagine 
if Cletus did another record, recorded 
it with Ryan Greene, invited Joe 
Queer and Jughead to play on some 
songs, and lost the “Hey, I’m drunk, 
again” songs. Here’s a reminder that 
Whoa Oh is one of the better pop punk 
labels going right now. -Joe Evans III 
(Whoa Oh) 


7000 DYING RATS: Season in Hell: CD 

I used to have a different 7000 Dying 
Rats CD that I bought when I was out 
of town because you always have to 
buy some kind of music when you 
go somewhere else, and the selection 
in Albuquerque was slim, and that 
looked like the best bet. I listened to 
it one time, so I can’t tell you what 
is sounded like, but probably kind of 
like this one except the metal parts 
probably weren’t as good. This one 
sounds like S.O.D. meets Mr. Bungle: 
competent but stylistically schizo 
jazz/joke metal with rap (!) (!!) and 
between-song samples that clothesline 
any momentum the during-song songs 
occasion to develop. Sincerely yours, 
-Cuss Baxter (Hewhocorrupts) 


ABNER TRIO/ MAN AT ARMS: Split CD 

Abner Trio: pretentious, wimpy 
emo. I hate it. “Thoughtful” guitars, 
“intelligent” and clearly enunciated 
vocals; AAARGH! Listening to this 
actually makes me mad. Man At 
Arms: Quirky, mathy, honky music 
with clearly enunciated vocals. I’m 
going to throw this CD in the garbage 
now. I’m not even gonna sell it to the 
used record store. Not even the crappy 
used record store. I don’t want anyone 
else to ever hear this; I hate it that 
much. -Ben Snakepit (Joyful Noise) 


ANGEL CITY OUTCASTS: 

Deadrose Junction: CD 

Being on Sailor’s Grave and having the 
Wild West tattoo flash style graphics 
abound, I was sure that this was either 
going to be some kind of rockabilly 
or greaser rock or something... Let’s 
just say I wasn’t expecting what I got. 
No, I wasn’t prepared for the second 
coming of cock rock, and I’m not 
too sure that anyone should have to. 
Seriously, Angel City Outcasts sound 
like some ridiculous combination of 
Poison, Great White, and the rest of 
their ilk with the only distinction being 
that they may have slightly better 
production. I managed to listen to the 
first four songs in their entirety while 
RAZPRC/IKE /g 


RECORD REVIEWS 



He become legendary for getting beat ' 
up by a teacher for cheering when the - 
space shuttle exploded. 

-Ty Stranglehold 


walking to work. After that, I had to 
start skipping them after the first verse, 
and by the time I got to the shop I was 
hearing the melancholy strumming 
in the intro to what I can only guess 
was the token power ballad. My gag 
reflex forced me to turn it off. I hate 
the smell of denim and spandex in the 
morning... It smells of weakness. -Ty 
Stranglehold (Sailor’s Grave) 

ANSWER LIES, THE/TULSA: Split 7" 

I love bipolar splits that, on first listen, 
feel like there’s no way that these 
two bands should be put together. 
They work as three releases to suit 
your mood. Here, you can throw 
on The Answer Lies when you’re 
frustrated and need something fast 
and aggressive (think when hardcore 
was just starting to take on its own 
form). Or, if you’re feeling a bit more 
desperate, but are still able to laugh a 
bit at yourself (think Hickey), throw 
on the Tulsa side. But, if you’re feeling 
fine (or really mood swingy) and just 
want to listen to a pretty awesome slab 
of wax, go ahead and listen the whole 
way through. One of my favorite 7”s 
of the year yet. -Megan (Repulsion/ 
Big Raccoon) 

ANSWER LIES, THE/TULSA: Split 7" 

The Answer Lies blast out four sloppy 
fast nuggets of sun-baked desert punk 
a la Scared of Chaka or the Weird 
Lovemakers. Keep an eye on Las 
Cruces, NM. It’s the next Asheville, 
for real. Tulsa sure does sound a 
lot like Hickey, not that that’s a bad 
thing. I hear they used to actually 
live in Tulsa, but now they’re in San 
Francisco. Both of these bands are 
great at what they do, but don’t really 
sound much like each other, which 
always makes for an excellent split. 


Get this or you’re a dumb turd. -Ben 
Snakepit (Repulsion) 

ATTIC TED, THE: Land Suite: CD 

Woozy outsider-pop that has 
something in common with the 
Country Teasers and Uberhund but 
tends to be noisier or more circusy, by 
turns, than those groups. Endearing, 
but a little annoying. -Cuss Baxter 
(Pecan Crazy) 

BADAMPS, THE: Two Face:!" EP 

This band spends most of their 
promo material worrying about being 
perceived as sounding too much like 
the Ramones; i kinda think their lead 
guitar riffs are quite un-Ramoney 
(maybe Rudi or someone like that?) 
so am not sure where all this Ramone- 
Clone-Guilt is coming from. Fine 
jumpin’ around music, this. Makes 
ya realize you weren’t insane to like 
the Queers at one point in your life. 
BEST SONG: “Two Face” BEST 
SONG TITLE: “Milkshake Murder” 
FANTASTIC AMAZING TRIVIA 
FACT: It still amazes me how Harvey 
“Two-Face” Dent was Billy Dee 
Williams in the first modem Batman 
movie and then he miraculously 
wound up being a white guy in the 
third one. What the hell, did Billy 
Dee go the Michael Jackson route or 
something? -Rev. Norb (It’s Alive) 

BAYONETTES: We re Doomed: TEP 

Not as stab-you-in-the-neck, hit-by- 
a-fire-truck X-Ray Spex as the first 
single; more in the pocket, looking for 
layers, finding their own way, and not 
afraid to sing and stay at mid tempo 
punk pop. There’s still a nice, serrated 
edge to Zoe’s voice (especially in the 
addicted-to-love song, “Hungry for 
You”), the playing’s in tune with 


early Jam’s jangling, tight guitars, 
and they’re zeroing in on that 
below-the-skin anxiety (focusing on 
prescription drugs, unrequited love, 
and the world being pretty fucked) 
which makes for compulsive flips 
when the record’s finished. Well 
played. -Todd (Deranged) 

BEAR PROOF SUIT: 

Science Is Dead: 7"EP 

Mid. West. Punk. Think more along 
the lines of Laughing Hyenas (RIP 
Larissa Strickland) than Negative 
Approach, celebrating sprawled-out 
crunchiness, a John Brannon-like, 
nasty you-just-nailed-my-foot- 

to-the-floor howl, and systematic 
dismemberment over tunefulness or 
hyper speed. That part I like: classic 
Midwest hardcore that’s smarter than 
it lets on and a little weird. Yet, like 
the Laughing Hyenas, I just wish 
the songs were a tad shorter and less 
repetitive because, while bearing their 
own weight and ripping plenty of flesh 
from bone, Bear Proof Suit still gets 
a tad tedious in parts. Points scored 
for a good job covering the Wipers’ 
“Upfront.” -Todd (Criminal I.Q.) 

BENEDICT ARNOLD AND THE 
TRAITORS: Kill the Hostages:!" 

This little gem caused quite a stir 
back when it originally came out in 
1980. Why, you ask? Well, at the 
time, a number of students took over 
the American embassy in Iran and 
held fifty-two people hostage for 444 
days. It was a really big deal, not 
unlike September 11, 2001 would 
be today, and some would argue that 
then-President Carter’s handling of 
the crisis lost him the 1980 election 
to Ronald “Punk Rockers Love Me” 
Reagan. That said, a song proclaiming 
that we “Kill the Hostages” would be 
like a band singing “Fuck the World 
Trade Center” today. To understand 
why a band would say such a thing, one 
would need look back at much of what 
punk was founded on philosophically. 
Like the Yippie Party of the 1960s (an 
organization that counted both iiber- 
prankster Abbie Hoffman and Stephen 
Stink, lead singer of the band currently 
under discussion), one of the basic tenets 
of punk was to challenge, upset and/ or 
destroy the status quo on every level, 
be it through silly haircuts and funny 
clothes (mohawks, safety pins, and 
bondage gear), promoting unpopular 
political thought (e.g. Sidney’s 
swastika shirt, the Clash’s embracing 
the Sandinistas, Crass and their circle- 
As), obnoxious names and songs (the 
Childmolesters’ wanting to see some 
“Wholesale Murder,” The Rotters’ 
charming “Sit on My Face Stevie Nix”) 
et al. Taking that in mind, a song like 
this was inevitable given punk’s gadfly 
stance, but it was Benedict Arnold 
And The Traitors’ genius that the song 
was so fuckin’ good that nearly thirty 
years later, when its original intent has 
been muted by an American public too 
uninterested in its own history to even 
be bothered to look up what they were 
singing about, the song is still a nice 
bit of catchy obnoxiousness. Thanks to 






































the Artifix’s generosity, you no longer 
have to shell out beaucoup bucks for a 
copy of one of the five hundred singles 
originally pressed way back when to 
enjoy it and the flip, “Red Alert,” 
which isn’t as lyrically incendiary, 
but no less catchy. Rumor is that the 
band is together again and making a 
racket. Hopefully they’re as hell-bent 
of offending and upsetting the social 
order as they were in days of yore, 
’cause lord knows it could use it. 
-Jimmy Alvarado (Artifix) 

BIG D AND THE KIDS TABLE: 

Strictly Rude: CD 

It’s always a crapshoot with opening 
bands. There are three different types: 
the ones that are so terrible you show 
up late or stay outside during their 
set, the background music bands 
where you can listen if you want or 
complete zone it out, and the ones 
who completely blow you away. It 
seemed like every ska show in the 
Boston area in the ‘90s had either Big 
D And The Kids Table or Kicked In 
The Head opening. For me, they both 
fell into the middle group. I wouldn’t 
dislike them, but I’d never put in any 
effort to see them either. I feel the 
same with this CD. They’re sort of a 
third-wave take on second-wave ska; 
think Madness with more punk than 
pop, especially in the guitar. -Megan 
(Side One Dummy) 

BIRD FLU/ GET DEAD: 

Self-titled: Split Mini CD 

Nice package: little business card 


holder with tiny lyric and info sheets 
and the brutal grindcore encoded on a 
CD that’s like a 3” CD with some of 
the round parts cut off so it’s the size of 
a business card. Bird Flu from Athens, 
GA has two songs of over one minute 
each, and Get Dead from Athens, 
GA has nine songs of considerably 
under one minute each. Every one of 
the songs by both groups is literally 
exploding with spastic carnage. You’ll 
wish you were dead before you get 
through all four seconds of “Fury of 
the Neckbeard,” mark my words. 
-Cuss Baxter (Rally Point) 

BLACK FAG: Self-titled: CD 

I love humor in my music. I think that 
parody is not only one of the most 
hilarious things ever, but also one of 
the most sincere forms of flattery. I 
live in a world where Weird A1 is a 
master and Manic Hispanic are gods. 
Black Fag is funny. Imagine, if you 
will, all of your favorite Black Flag 
songs being played really well. That’s 
cool. Now imagine them so flamingly 
gay that to take it any further would 
be to make them into showtunes. 
Classic. My only complaint is that 
they didn’t change many of the 
lyrics, instead choosing just to rely 
on the inflection of the delivery. I 
was expecting full lyric changes like 
Manic does, but only had the amazing 
chant of “Oscar Party Tonight, Tony 
Party Tonight.” That’s the funny stuff 
right there. It should be also noted 
that proceeds from the sales of this 
CD go to various gay and lesbian 


charities and education funds. Nice 
work. -Ty Stranglehold (Black Fag, 
no address) 

BLAG DAHLIA: 

Nina... and Other Delights: CD 

This CD, described by one radio 
interviewer as “writings, ramblings 
and general punk rock nihilism 
of Blag Dahlia,” is something of 
a spoken-word companion disc 
to Blag’s recently released novel 
Nina. It is a companion much like a 
parasitic twin is a companion; while it 
is directly related, it is runtier and just 
plain weirder than its “host.” Along 
with readings from several chapters 
of the book, Uncle Blag includes 
bits from a radio interview (where he 
wisely asserts: “You haven’t really 
come to terms with anything if you 
can’t make fun of it”) and readings 
from a column he writes called “How 
to Write Good.” In one such column, 
he puts forth the proposition that hard 
drugs—not alcohol, as the cliche 
goes- are the true fuel that ignites the 
creative muse of the elite writers of 
the world. I’m not sure if I agree with 
that or not—the literary landscape is 
littered with gin-blossomed faces and 
crusted-up livers, going back for ages 
and ages. But then again, I don’t think 
it’s agreement that Blag is looking for 
here. His manner suggests something 
more ^agreeable; he is snide, cocky, 
impudent, and diabolical. In other 
words, his usual charming self. And 
just so you don’t get any funny ideas 
that he’s turned feminist now that 


he’s written a book featuring a smart 
and empowered young woman as the 
main protagonist, Blag’s included 
an improvised piece entitled “This 
Old Whore” wherein he explores 
the black humor aspects of the 
objectification of the female body. It’s 
a piece that’s likely to be considered 
wildly insensitive by many and it’s 
bound to get some foreheads heated 
up to a surface temperature where a 
good number of eggs could be fried. 
But that’s what Blag does best. He 
is devilishly clever and he knows it. 
And he delights in tasering the most 
tender spots in what Wilhem Reich 
called people’s “character armor.” He 
is also, in my humble opinion, along 
with Tesco Vee, one the best and 
funniest writers in all of punk. What 
he does, in his own words, is “raise 
the flag for everything that’s foul,” 
and that’s a flag I can’t help but salute 
every time. -Aphid Peewit (Greedy) 

BLOOD VESSELS: Self-titled: CD 

Skull art = punk rock. It’s the 
mathematical punk rock recipe for 
success, right? The tongue is bit 
off, the eyeballs are poppin’ out, the 
skull cap has exploded, leaving that 
big fluffy brain exposed. I take my 
cover art quite literally, so, to me, this 
means that listening to Blood Vessels’ 
new self titled CD on Teenage Heart 
Records will make your head explode, 
just like the dude in Scanners. 
It would seem that, upon further 
inspection of recorded material, I 
was sadly mistaken because all of my 
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innards and skeletal features are intact. 
It’s a bummer for me to come to the 
realization that skull cover art doesn’t 
always equate to kick ass punk music. 
The whole system is breaking down. 
God damn you, Blood Vessels. -Dave 
Disorder (Teenage Heart) 

BOILS, THE: 

The Orange and the Black: CDEP 

Being Canadian, hockey has been a part 
of my life from day one and my team 
has always been the Philadelphia Flyers; 
the toughest of the tough. Now I have 
a six-song punk rock disc dedicated to 
my favorite hockey team! Musically, 
The Boils have the whole Dropkick 
Murphys thing going on without all 
the Irish in there, and the production 
is tight. Lots of singalong and chant 
type stuff that really works. I’d be very 
surprised if this wasn’t getting played 
on the loudspeakers at the arena on 
game night. This will also fit nicely 
alongside my Hanson Brothers and Two 
Man Advantage discs. Street punk: not 
just for soccer hooligans anymore! -Ty 
Stranglehold (TKO) 

BOXCAR SATAN/ GRAVES BROTHERS 
DELUXE: Black Water Rising: Split CD 

Both deal in swamp-crusted blues that 
sounds like it comes from a world 
populated by the unholy progeny of 
Tom Waits and the Butthole Surfers, 
with the Graves’ Brothers Deluxe 
edging out their discmates with a 
cover of Huey “Piano” Smith’s “Don’t 
You Just Know It” that straddles a fine 
line between genius and sacrilege. 


Proceeds from this go to Gulf region 
mental health charities. -Jimmy 
Alvarado (Dogfingers) 

BRAT PACK: Demo: CD-R 

Professional-sounding demo from 
a band from the Netherlands. It’s 
melodicore that is well performed 
and songs that are interesting and 
catchy. Kind of hard to pinpoint at the 
moment what they sound like to me. 
I’m guessing a mixture of Venerea, 
Pulley, and some elements of early 
Pennywise. If this is one of their first 
recordings, they are off to a good start. 
-Donofthedead (Brat Pack) 

CARDIAC ARREST: 

Life's a... Dead End: 7" 

This is the European pressing that 
is available domestically on Grave 
Mistake Records and No Way 
Records. The difference, I believe, 
is that with this pressing, the cover 
is B&W and the domestic release is 
red and yellow. Either pressing you 
get, you won’t go wrong. Six blasts of 
early Boston meets DC punk; straight 
to the point with no filler and so full of 
energy and angst that it will make you 
do kung fu kicks at imaginary objects. 
This release is so good that I have to 
search out this St. Louis band’s first 
7”. -Donofthedead (Kangaroo) 

CARDIAC ARREST: Self-titled: 7" EP 

Super-speedy hardcore very much in 
line with what Kangaroo is known for 
putting out. Singer reminds me a bit of 
the vato from Slapshot, and the band 


sounds like they could’ve handily held 
their own in the early ’80s NY hardcore 
scene. -Jimmy Alvarado (Kangaroo) 

CHOOSE YOUR POISON: 

Thrashed to Ribbons: 7" 

Man, I’m having a good month for 
skate thrash. Choose Your Poison rip 
it up loud and fast. The vocals tend to 
lean a little too far into the screamy/ 
screechy end of the spectrum for me, 
but lyrics are great and, for the most 
part, understandable. Lots of political 
statements infused with humor makes 
for good listening. “Drink, skate, 
thrash, bum!” -Ty Stranglehold 
(Poison Estate) 

CHOP TOPS, THE: Triple Deuces: CD 

Refined and mature musicianship, 
lighthearted and well-written lyrics, 
and years of experience and talent 
are the hallmarks of Triple Deuces , 
the Chop Tops fourth release. A 
twangy and polished blend of early 
rock, honky tonk, rockabilly revival, 
roots, and blues is pounded in every 
direction with concise, surefooted 
delivery, especially on the frequent 
instrumentals. In line with the gold 
standard of the Blasters and Stray 
Cats, even on their cover of Agent 
Orange’s “Bloodstains.” -Jessica T 
(Split 7) 

CHUCK RAGAN; 

The Boat/ For Broken Ears: V 

Allow a heretic a brief confession 
here. I’ve never been a big Hot Water 
Music fan. Wait, it gets worse. My 


favorite songs of theirs are on their 
split with Alkaline Trio. Wait.. .it gets 
even worse. I think Alkaline Trio did 
a better version of “Rooftops.” I don’t 
know what it is, but somehow they’re 
either above my head or below my 
radar. All I know for sure is that I love 
the shit out of The Draft’s full length 
In a Million Pieces and the snails pace 
at which Chuck’s acoustic recordings 
are coming out is killing me. This is 
the first installment of the “Blueprint 
Sessions” series of singles you can 
get only by subscribing to get the 
whole shebang over at No Idea. It’s a 
six single series and if you subscribe 
before it’s over, you get a bonus 7” that 
won’t be on the CD (that you also get 
when you subscribe) that will come 
out at the end of the series collecting 
all the songs together. That’s a little 
thing I like to call “Sweet dealin’.” 
Choice anti-war jam on this episode 
“For Broken Ears.” If this is what 
happens when Chuck retires...that 
motherfucker needs to retire more 
often. -Stevo (No Idea) 

COFFIN DRAGGERS: Dying Breath: CD 

A couple of things up front: 1. I’ve 
known 2/3 of his band for nearly 
twenty years now, and for a time 
even terrorized Los Angeles County 
with drummer Robert Frank in Our 
Band Sucks; 2. I’m not much of 
a psychobilly fan these days and 
primarily view it as yet another 
moribund niche mined by too many 
punters with too little originality. That 
said, I gotta say I dig the hell outta 
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this. While the “billy” is decidedly 
the foundation here, they’ve tossed 
enough disparate styles into the batter 
to make for an interesting melange 
of hardcore, rock’n’roll, punk, and 
death rock that remains consistently 
engaging over the course of the twelve 
tunes showcased. The band is tight, the 
guitars are blissfully loud, the tempos 
are speedy, and the “horror” vibe is 
tongue-in-cheek enough not to seem 
pretentious and serious enough to pull 
off the songs’ dark underpinnings. All 
in all, this is rock-solid, and I proudly 
proclaim myself among the ranks of 
their many admirers, not because I 
know ’em, but because they’re really 
fuckin’ good. -Jimmy Alvarado 
(www. coffindraggers. com) 

COLISEUM/YOUNG WIDOWS: Split 7" 

Well, it certainly is the prettiest 
colored vinyl I’ve ever seen: a purple/ 
burgundy/black swirl. Coliseum 
seem to be moving away from sludge 
rock—these new songs are in more 
of a Holy Mountain vein—without 
losing their trademark heaviness. 
Unfortunately, this kinda music 
doesn’t lend itself well to the split 7” 
format, and just as I was starting to get 
into it, it was over. The Young Widows 
have a slower, more deliberate Karp/ 
Big Business thing going on, with 
some apocalyptic, crazy Jesus Lizardy 
guitar squealing. The one-sheet that 
came with the review copy of this is 
signed “kind regards” by the Relapse 
promo lady, like it was a letter from 
the financial aid office or something. 


God, the music industry is fucking 
stupid. -Ben Snakepit (Relapse) 

COMMUNIQUE: 

Walk into the Light: CDEP 

This band used to be American Steel? 
Wow. They have definitely changed a 
great deal from those days, although this 
five-song EP—the band’s first release 
since the fallout from the Lookout! 
Records debacle—shows that they 
still retain some of that punk influence 
(“Got Your Number”). However, the 
vast majority of the seventeen minutes 
of material is treading pretty clear on 
the heels of bands like Q And Not 
U and maybe some more poppier 
emo acts around nowadays. The use 
of keyboards, which often feature 
prominently in the songs (see the Faint- 
esque “Somebody Poisoned the Well”), 
really takes any kind of connection to the 
band’s past and sets them apart on their 
own. While the songs are catchy and 
definitely numbers that will get the floor 
dancing—oh wait, most of the band’s 
fans are too pretentious to probably ever 
want to dance—will at least get them to 
tap their toes. That all being said, none 
of this is very original and seems to play 
off others who forged this music path 
before them too much so that I can’t 
listen to this without thinking something 
like, “Man, I sure do want to go listen 
to Q And Not U’s Power album.” -Kurt 
Morris (Sabot Productions) 

COMPLETE CONTROL/KRUM BUMS: 
Death Can Wait: Split CD 

Here’s a split from a couple bands 


that I’ve heard of, but never actually 
listened to before. Complete Control 
are tough guy punk with soaring 
vocals and lots of “hey hey” chants 
in the backups. It may sound strange, 
but they remind me of what I used to 
imagine Anti-Flag sounding like after 
their voices changed during puberty. 
That said, I really do like this. Krum 
Bums are pretty good, too. It’s the 
same kind of music as Complete 
Control but a slight bit heavier and 
screechier in the vocal department. It’s 
not so distracting that I’d turn it off, 
but I think this disc definitely belongs 
to Complete Control. Oh, both bands 
each cover one of the other’s songs. I 
love it when bands do that on a split. 
-Ty Stranglehold (TKO) 

CONTROLLERS: Another Sunny Day: CD 

Leave it to Artifix to scrape up yet 
another crucial collection of rarities from 
Los Angeles’ punk rock past. Rather than 
a rehash of previously released stuff or a 
compendium of recordings of dubious 
quality, this is a collection of wholly 
heretofore unreleased gems that stands 
toe-to-toe with the Controllers disc 
that came out on Bacchus Archives a 
couple of years back. Submitted for your 
approval are their very first demo from 
1977, five songs from their 1982 “Masque 
Reunion” set at the Cathay de Grande 
with Chalo from the Plugz on drums, 
their 1996 “reunion” demo (which was 
also the last recording session with Karla 
Maddog on drums), and their last demo 
from 2002, all of which are blessed with 
simply faboo sound. Add to that some 


marvy liner notes penned by Johnny 
Stingray himself and oodles of pics and 
we’re talking an absolute necessity for 
the collection. The downside, you ask? 
That these guys aren’t a household name 
and still tearing shit up, ’cause they truly 
were one of the greats. Just give a listen 
to “Do the Uganda” or my personal pick 
“Hot Stumps” and try to tell me I’m outta 
my mind. -Jimmy Alvarado (Artifix) 

CRACKS: Stab: Cassette 

Seriously, if it weren’t for the modem 
references to SUVs ’n’ such, I’d swear 
this was the work of some long lost 
‘80s Midwestern hardcore band. Eight 
tracks in all that cover the bases, 
from Bush’s stupid war to suburban 
boredom. The recording is a bit dicey 
in some spots, but never so bad you 
can’t tell what’s going on. -Jimmy 
Alvarado (Phillip Knowles) 

CRIME IN CHOIR: Trumpery Metier: CD 

With a stack of CDs to review, I thought 
to myself, “I want something heavy and 
fast to listen to.” Amongst my choices 
was something from GSL and, based on 
the label affiliation, I assumed it would 
fit the bill. Imagine my surprise when I 
put in the CD and heard a sound akin to 
Pink Floyd, Emerson Lake & Palmer, 
or early Genesis. “Okay, this will just 
last for a little bit and then they’ll rock 
out,” I said to myself. Yet, next thing I 
know it was nine songs and over forty- 
two minutes later and the entire album 
had gone by, all as instrumental prog 
rock. The even scarier thing is that I 
really liked it. With founding members 
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of At The Drive-In and the Fucking 
Champs, the Crime In Choir may try 
and compare themselves to a more 
modem acts like Faust, but, for most 
people, when they hear the opening 
notes of the first track, “Women of 
Reduction,” all they will think is 
Pink Floyd. The Fucking Champs 
influence can be heard somewhat, as 
some of this can occasionally get a 
good groove going, but it always stays 
consistent with the prog rock sound. 
While entirely different from what I 
was looking for, Trumpery Metier is 
nonetheless a really solid album. For 
those of us who secretly keep some 
of those synth-laden albums in our 
collection (away from the view of our 
punk comrades, of course), this will be 
a perfect addition to that stash. -Kurt 
Morris (Gold Standard Laboratories) 

CULTURCIDE: Year One Again: CD 

Although I ’ d heard ofthese guys many 
a moon ago, I’d never heard anything 
by them, but figured since they were 
from Texas the worst they’d be was 
interesting. When Todd told me there 
was some connection to Really Red 
and that he liked their Considering 
Museums as Concentration Camps 
single, I was sold. I was not, however, 
prepared for this. Collected here is 
the work of an old, obscure Houston 
noise rock band propelled by an 
ancient drum machine, synthesizers, 
a guitarist playing more by feeling 
than by structured musical theory, 
and a guy with a Texas twang laying 
down some profound thoughts. The 


result is some grade-A, WEIRD 
fiiggin’ tuneage that would fit 
right in with Nervous Gender, The 
Screamers, Scratch Acid, and, yes, 
the Butthole Surfers. Not “punk” in 
the safety pins and stupid hair sense, 
but about as fucking hardcore as you 
can get, kiddo. -Jimmy Alvarado 
(hotboxre vie w@hotmail. com) 

DAN PADILLA: Self-titled: CD 

It would be funny to be the one 
Razorcake writer who doesn’t like 
all things Tiltwheel and Tiltwheel- 
related, but I just can’t do it. This 
CD rules! Dan Padilla stars Davey 
Tiltwheel, J. Wang, and Gene Doney. 
Super good melodic punk, about 
friends, nostalgia, et.al. And, for 
some reason, when I put it into my 
CD player, I got a crazy, painful 
electrical shock, which I could 
blame on my ridiculous leopard-print 
slippers, but instead chose to blame 
on punk rock. Dude! If this were a 
cereal, it’d be Frosted Mini-Wheats. 
Crunchy melodies with total sweet 
pop goodness on top. This CD makes 
me want to be twenty again, even 
though (I think) everyone in the band 
is old. Strange. -Maddy (ADD) 

DEAD CITY: The Dead Sessions: CD 

This is the sum recorded output of 
a live/ studio side project fronted 
by Joe Dias, singer of east coast 
hardcore legends Lost Generation, 
with different incarnations featuring 
at various times Cheetah Chrome 
and members of 76%Uncertain and 


Seizure. The results are of the rock/ 
punk ilk one ultimately expects 
whenever the words “Cheetah 
Chrome” are batted around, even 
if he doesn’t play on all the tracks. 
Some of it ain’t bad, but a large swath 
of the songs are kinda plodding and 
lack any of the power or edge of the 
bands these guys came from. -Jimmy 
Alvarado (Incas) 

DEADFALL: Mass Destruction: CD 

Compilation of 7”’s and comp tracks 
from this current Bay Area band. This 
band has been scorching lately with 
their brand of mid-‘80s punk rock 
and thrash. Live and on recording, 
they spit it out with the best with 
songs that change up from mid- 
tempo to balls-out thrash and vocals 
that are more phonetic and yelled 
as opposed to screamed or growled. 
This is a good introduction for those 
not in the know, with material that 
spans from 2002-2006. Twenty-eight 
songs in about thirty minutes gives 
you a pretty rapid look at what this 
band is all about. After that, if your 
attention is still there, you need to 
go see the band live. -Donofthedead 
(Six Weeks) 

DEADLINE/ BRASSKNUCKLE BOYS: 
Can't Be Beaten: Split CD 

Here’s a trans-Atlantic split CD 
featuring Deadline from England 
and Brassknuckle Boys from The 
U.S. Deadline is up first with some 
great rough-yet-melodic punk rock 
featuring the amazing voice of Liz 


Rose. She sounds like a perfect blend 
of Theo from The Lunachicks and 
Faye from The Rezillos. Yep, she 
is that good. Thankfully, the music 
stands up really well to the vocals and 
I know I’ll be tracking down some 
more from this band. Brassknuckle 
Boys are flying the street punk/ punk 
rock‘n‘roll flag and they do it quite 
well. They sound like The Bruisers 
meet Electric Frankenstein, which I 
think helps them a lot because those 
are two sub-genres that tend to breed 
a lot on mediocrity. These Boys seem 
to make it just interesting enough 
for some repeat listening. Throw in 
a Tom Petty cover (the competent 
yet grossly overdone “ American 
GirF) and you’ve got something 
good. Deadline is definitely the pick 
of the two though. -Ty Stranglehold 
(Haunted Town) 

DEAF, THE: This Bunny Bites: CD 

Sometimes I crave the sound of bands 
like Helmet, Unsane, or Refused, 
so I was thrilled with The Deaf. 
Like the aforementioned bands, The 
Deaf delivers the hard and heavy 
goods without ever boring me with 
meandering metal riffs. The music is 
solid, and even more exciting is when 
Stephanie takes the lead vocals. This 
band really does it for me on those 
levels and I appreciate the fact that they 
exist. -Susan Chung (Learning Curve) 

DEMON'S CLAW: 

Satan's Little Pet Pig: CD 
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into decline, Canada just keeps 
getting better. Universal health care, 
an appreciation of cultures and 
languages (many Canadian high 
schools follow a dual-immersion 
format where students are taught in 
both French and English) and low 
crime—the only thing they’re lackin’ 
is good old AMERICAN rock‘n’roll. 
Bad news, though—pretty soon 
they’re gonna have that, too. As if Les 
Sexareenos weren’t a sign of things 
to come, Demon’s Claw are poised 
to strip of America of its rock‘n’roll 
title. Yeah, yeah I know—they can’t 
take that away from us. Well, friends, 
black people aren’t making too much 
rock‘n’roll these days (sans Mick 
Collins) and that scares the shit out 
of me. (Don’t delude yourself— 
rock‘n’roll is black culture, sprinkled 
with a little Hank Williams...who, 
not so incidentally, was taught guitar 
by a black man). It’s as if we—the 
tortured citizens of the oppressive 
Bush regime—have turned our backs 
on rock‘n’roll; only the Starvations’ 
Gabriel Hart, Miss Alex White, and 
Jay Reatard are really kicking out the 
jams now. (And so you know: Greg 
Cartwright used to live in Memphis, 
so he’s pretty much black.) Our 
neighbors to the North have been 
keeping things together (Deadly 
Snakes and BBQ), and Satan s Little 
Pet Pig is easily going to be one of 
the top-ten records released this year. 
Demon’s Claw have grown leaps 
and bounds since their last effort, 
branching out musically while still 


keeping that sordid we-recorded- 
this-on-reel-to-reel-tape-found-on- 
the-floor sound. (I mean, this record 
is really top notch!) Take the opening 
cut “Shadow of a Castle.” I haven’t 
heard such focused anger in years; 
the bass drives like an early ‘70s Iggy 
cut with lyrics that’d make Howlin’ 
Wolf say, “Yeah, Canucks, I knows 
what you’se talkin’ ‘bout. We’s goin’ 
to the bar!” But, uh, the real nail in 
the coffin is “That Old Outlaw.” 
Jesus Christ! Listen to the intro— 
here that guitar and bass interplay... 
these Canadian fucks know how to 
play...reminiscent of Chris Hillman 
matching up with Roger McGuinn, 
“That Old Outlaw” sounds like a good 
fuck feels. Again, again, Canadians 
aren’t supposed to interpret American 
rock‘n’roll like this, but they have. 
(What’s next?—a Canadian writer’s 
usurpation of Carson McCuller’s title 
to the American South?) I’m really 
despondent right now. THIS JUST 
IN: Predictions for the upcoming 
decade: The Demon’s Claw will take 
over little Frankie Lymons’ polygamy 
title and spawn nearly as many 
illegitimate children as Screamin’ Jay 
Hawkins. -Ryan Leach (In the Red) 

DESPISED, THE: Punk, 

It's Not for Rich Kids Anymore: CD 

Man, the old press sheet says Punk, 
It’s Not for Rich Kids Anymore is a 
concept album that the band has 
been working on for six years! That’s 
dedication, folks. And if that concept 
is sucking, they’ve hit the mark. It’s 


that oh-so-creative punk that’s played 
at a breakneck pace with never a 
breakdown in sight—unless it’s for 
one of those tuneless guitar solo 
wank-a-ramas—coupled with those 
awesome vocals that go “Blah blah 
blah, b b b-blah” in every single, 
god-forsaken track. I was hoping 
Killroy would eventually show his 
face and rub out all the Mr. Robotos, 
but, much to my dismay, I don’t see 
him or Dennis De Young. Domo 
arigato, Despised, for the suck opera. 
The only thing I can say is that the 
rich kids can keep this one. -Dave 
Disorder (VIP Productions) 

DESTROY NATE ALLEN: 

Awake OS lee per: CD 

Nate Allen is a grocery bagger in San 
Francisco that tours by Greyhound 
buses and hitchhiking, to name a few 
modes of transportation. Although 
this is acoustic and vocals only, the 
lyrics seem pretty relevant and reflect 
disgust with the American economic 
system. This would go pretty well 
with reading a Crimethinc. book like 
Days of War, Nights of Love. This guy 
does have DIY work ethics nailed 
down and released this CD for free. 
But beware, this is pretty mellow, so 
if you feel like rioting, this isn’t the 
music to put on the turntable. I think 
it beats the acoustic Jeff Ott, though. 
-Buttertooth (Quiver Society) 

DIE HOFFNUNG: Love Songs: CD 

Man, can these kids make a racket. 
Think Birthday Party with a bit more 


punk ’n’ skronk in the mix. -Jimmy 
Alvarado (No Idea) 

DIEHUNNS: You Rot Me: CD 

Duane Peters never fails to amaze 
me. I mean, really, what are the odds 
that the guy is even alive let alone 
churning out quality punk rock and 
still kicking ass in the combi pool? 
Die Hunns is DP’s project with his 
wife Corey Parks and you can tell it’s 
a labor of love. Where U.S. Bombs 
have a Sex Pistols meets Gene 
Vincent kind of feel these days, Die 
Hunns has a constantly evolving kind 
of feel. For the most part, it seems 
rooted in almost a mid-‘60s garage 
pop/ psychedelic thing but often 
veers out into some classic punk and 
‘70s rock avenues as well. I’ve seen 
Duane do a lot of things, but who 
knew he could actually sing? That’s 
right; the Master of Disaster can 
really belt it out and does so on a few 
tracks with great results. His voice is 
complimented so well by Parks’ too: 
just a couple of gravel-voiced lovers 
getting their aggressions out. I think 
this record has pushed U.S. Bombs 
out of top spot, in my opinion. One 
question, though. Is it “Die” as in 
the German for “the” or is it “Die” 
as in “Die, you bastard!”? -Ty 
Stranglehold (Volcom) 

DISCO ASSAULT: Demo 2006: CD-R 

While there are some serious 
sentiments being laid down in places 
here, too much of it reminds me of 
the Sin 34/ Redd Kross/ Sonic Youth 
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piss-take band Anarchy 6, and believe 
me, that’s not a compliment. -Jimmy 
Alvarado (Disco Assault) 

EARACHES, THE: Time on Fire: CD 

This is some ripping garage punk 
coming out of Seattle. Bands like The 
Drags and The Hate Bombs come to 
mind. It’s just a big load of fuzzed- 
out brain damage that never ceases to 
let up. One thing I found particularly 
interesting was the message that the 
band is trying to get through. In my 
experience, most of these types of 
garage bands are all about girls, cars, 
drinking, and heartbreak. I’m not 
saying that this stuff isn’t here (it is for 
the most part), but in the packaging in 
particular there are slogans such as 
“Start your own band!” “Participate!” 
and “This album is dedicated to those 
who choose action over complacency.” 
That’s the type of attitude in a band 
that would have Biscuit Turner smiling 
down on us. Nice work, gentlemen! 
-Ty Stranglehold (Steel Cage) 

ELYSIUM: HuntleyAve.: CD 

Bad, bad, BAD metal from dudes 
trying really hard to look like hip 
alt-rock dudes, or modem punkers 
or something. One member’s even 
sportin’ a beard that would make the 
Amish proud. Must be a pain in the 
ass keepin’ bread crumbs outta that 
bad boy. -Jimmy Alvarado (Elysium) 

EVENS, THE: Get Evens: CD 

Second release for this DC duo 
featuring Amy Farina (The Warmers) 


and Ian MacKaye (Fugazi). Somehow 
a fuller sound is established more here 
than on the debut, even with only 
two members. Haven’t seen them in 
concert recently to confirm that live 
this is the same deal. Moody, brooding, 
and introspective feels on most of the 
songs on this CD. I won’t try and 
tackle any of the lyrical subject matter 
presented here, but it’s heavy stuff. I 
really like “Cut from the Cloth,” “All 
That You Find You Keep,” and “No 
Money.” “Get Even” is the best band 
theme tune since Living Colour’s 
“What’s Your Favorite Colour?” If 
you’re looking for repeats of their 
old outfits, do NOT tread here. But if 
you want a release that doesn’t really 
sound like any other new record out 
there now, then go get The Evens. 
-Sean Koepenick (Dischord) 

FAGS, THE: Light'Em Up: CD 

Tragic story of another band destroyed 
by major label bullshit. You can read 
about it on their my space page. But 
in a nutshell, after trying to get this 
record out to a larger audience, they 
have decided to pack it in. Which 
is a shame, because this record 
rocks! I mean R-O-C-K. It’s like an 
unholy trinity of Cheap Trick, The 
Replacements, and Van Halen. Okay, 
the last band only on a couple guitar 
licks, but that got your attention, 
didn’t it? Great songwriting, sweet 
background vocal harmonies, and 
overall playing near perfection by this 
trio. “Here’s Looking at You” has the 
VH reference, but great vocals make 



this a killer tune. “Rockstar” is another 
great song that is catchy and full of 
swagger at the same time. I guess 
the point here is I can’t get enough of 
this record. Another fine addition to 
Detroit’s legacy of killer music. -Sean 
Koepenick (Idol) 

FALLOUT, THE: 

The Turning Point: CDEP 

A band’s tribute to their scene and 
its long-gone musical heroes—some 
known, some obscure—features 
covers of tracks by The Young Lions, 
Nobody’s Heroes, UIC, The Viletones, 
Youth Youth Youth, The Allies, and 
The Red Squares. While the songs are 
strong in their own right, the covers 
are solid and should help to pique 
interest in Toronto’s past. -Jimmy 
Alvarado (Longshot) 

FASTBREAK: Don't Stop Trying:!" EP 

Dunno what pressing number this 
is, but this is apparently a reissue of 
something that has been out various 
times over the past twelve years. The 
music is pretty much by-the-numbers 
East Coast straight edge fodder true to 
its time, right down to the collegiate 
font used on the insert. -Jimmy 
Alvarado (Third Party) 

FLAMING TSUNAMIS, THE: 

Fear Everything: CD 

Having never ere been blessed by 
the discordant throes of the Flaming 
Tsunamis (I live alternately under a 
rock and in a cave), I was a bit put 
off the record’s opening by what 


seemed overt Napalm Death-esque 
stylings. That soon passed, however, 
since not only do I like Napalm 
Death-esque stuff if done well, but 
the horns that kicked in a few seconds 
later really took the edge off. It was 
like getting the crap knocked out of 
me by somebody who was making 
me laugh and dance while he kicked 
in my head—pleasure and pain, the 
beautiful and the repugnant all at once. 
I really like this record because there 
is a true edge of dark malevolence and 
grim revelry in twisted gore, but the 
Flaming Tsunamis don’t appear to 
take themselves completely seriously, 
whether it’s the injections of horns 
and/ or ska riffs into the metal at 
various points, or the sardonic, tongue- 
in-cheek humor that underwrites so 
much of the record. Good, good stuff. 
-The Lord Kveldulff (Kill Normal) 

FOR SCIENCE: Revenge for Hire: CD 

Perhaps The Ergs! have sprinkled 
the fine state of New Jersey with 
magical pop punk dust, covering the 
impressionable youth with a love of 
Screeching Weasel and 1980s melodic 
punk melodies. Could it be? It is! Yay! 
Yummy pop punk without sounding 
like The Queers Beat Off (the mistake 
of ninety-six percent of post-1998 
pop punk bands, according to my 
statistics). Seventeen songs in twenty 
minutes and thirty-eight seconds! 
If this were a cereal, it’d be Frosted 
Cheerios, covered with the, um, sugar 
that is The Ergs! I can’t stop listening 
to this! -Maddy (Don Giovanni) 


















FPO: (Title in Macedonianj:l" EP 

Uber-fast hardcore from a 
Macedonian band that, on occasion, 
sounds like very early SS Decontrol. 
Dunno if they sing in Macedonian— 
the lyric sheet ain’t—but they’re 
focused on smoking while pregnant, 
the high rate the Macedonian postal 
system charges, depression, female 
punk apathy in their scene, “Straight 
Is Great, Gay Is Okay,” and the 
fascist leanings of some straight edge 
adherents, which was interesting, 
considering they’re on what appears 
to be a straight edge label. -Jimmy 
Alvarado (Third Party) 

FRONTSIDE FIVE: Fall Out of Line: CD 

This is the record that I shall judge 
all hardcore records against for quite 
some time. Really, it’s that good. 
We’re talking serious skate rock 
here. From the opening chords of 
“Skate to Hell” (not a Gang Green 
cover) to the end of “Mr. Hyde,” 
this had me screaming and weaving 
through traffic. I’ve really got to 
stop reviewing in the car! We’re 
talking spastic hardcore punk with 
a damn near perfect mix of skating, 
drinking, and politics. I was almost 
out the door with my skate before I 
remember that my foot is busted. Get 
this now and prepare to be shredded. 
-Ty Stranglehold (Fivecore) 

FUCKED UP: Triumph of Life:!" 

I’m not one of those people who are on 
a mission to collect every Fucked Up 
7”. For sure, it’s a noble effort and in 


the end it will have been well worth 
it. But I just don’t have the funds or 
dedication for that conquest. And while 
this 7” is cool, the only reason I can see 
why someone should buy it is if they 
are trying to accumulate every Fucked 
Up 7”. If someone is thinking that this 
7” would be a good introduction to the 
band, they might as well just save the 
money and by the double LP. If you’re 
disappointed with that...kill yourself. 
-Daryl (Jade Tree) 

FUN 100/PAPER LANTERNS: 

Pull the Goalie: Split 7" EP 

My lame record player couldn’t play 
this loud enough! Fun 100 are full of 
power pop goodness, although maybe 
a little too indie rock for me. But the 
Paper Lanterns (I’m guessing it’s a 
Green Day reference) are completely 
and totally amazing! An awesome 
throwback to early Lookout Records, 
especially MTX. I heard they broke 
up, but I need to track down everything 
they ever released. If this were a 
cereal, Fun 100 would be Apple Jacks 
(pretty good), but Paper Lanterns 
would be Cinnamon Toast Crunch! 
Yum! -Maddy (Hockey Dad) 

FUTURE VIRGINS, THE: Self-titled: 7" 

Ho-ly god-damn sh-it. So much for 
attending the wake due to the loss 
of Sexy and here’s a high five to 
Chattanooga for being so shitty and rat 
infested, but cheap, that music like The 
Future Virgins just rolls out of there 
easy. If you listen close, the Sexy riffs 
are fimgusing all through this. If you 


listen to this cranked, the fractured- 
but-whole, smashed-but-clear strike 
force of The Jack Palance Band (and 
Horrible Odds) rings real loud. If you 
take a step back and soak in it, it has 
the feeling of an unreleased Carrie 
Nations 7”. A bite of desperation. 
An ugly cyst that, when it pops, it’s 
cheap beer. That “Bwwaaaahhh! This 
is so good I don’t want to explain it” 
feeling pervades through all five songs 
on this 7”. Take all those compass 
coordinates together and they point 
to one direction: awesome city. -Todd 
(Plan-It-X South) 

FUTURE VIRGINS: Self-titled: 7" 

From the first five notes, I knew this 
was gonna be awesome. This is a 
southern “supergroup” consisting of 
two guys from Sexy and two guys from 
the Jack Palance Band, and it’s every 
bit as good as those two bands in their 
finest moments. It’s especially nice to 
hear Ashley return to the blown-out 
hollering we all fell in love with on the 
first Sexy LP. I’m sure that, just like me, 
you were worried after the polished, 
squeaky clean singing on Boma Ye that 
he wouldn’t be able to bounce back, 
but these expertly written songs of 
love and life and heartbreak are exactly 
what I was hoping for. This record is 
absolutely wonderful and I sure hope 
an LP is in the foreseeable future. -Ben 
Snakepit (Plan-It-X South) 

GBH: A Fridge Too Far: CD 
GBH: From Here to Reality: CD 
GBH: Church of the Truly Warped: CD 


By the time this trio of albums saw 
the light of day, I had pretty much 
written GBH off as another casualty 
to the dreaded “crossover” trend of 
punk, so listening to the Captain Oi’s 
recent spate of reissues from their 
back catalogue has been an interesting 
crash course in what I missed the first 
time ’round. While the two albums 
that followed City Baby's Revenge 
were serviceable compared to the 
band’s “classic” period, the first of 
the three albums being discussed 
here, A Fridge Too Far , is actually 
quite solid, recalling earlier efforts 
by delivering solid punk tunes with 
a surprising level of aggression, 
given they’d been slogging it out 
for nigh on eight years by the time it 
was recorded. There was also at this 
point precious little of the “metal” 
that portended so many of their 
peers’ descent into the maelstrom of 
utter suckdom during the same time 
period. Sadly, the same cannot be 
said about their next release, From 
Flere to Reality. Although their lyrical 
content remained firmly rooted in 
both the topical and the absurd rather 
than the obtusely satanic, musically 
they finally embraced the metal 
influence with open arms, a move 
which by some would be argued as 
“progression,” but by others would 
be viewed as a complete reversion 
to the very tenets punk rock was 
reacting against. While their efforts in 
the world of metal weren’t abysmal, 
per se, it just wasn’t GBH any more 
than glam metal was Discharge. By 
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the time of the last of these releases, 
Church of the Truly Warped , they 
were a totally different kinda band, 
one that these ears find considerably 
less interesting, and though they’ve 
recently reverted to a more “punk” 
sound, they just ain’t been the same 
since. All is not lost, however, for 
although they did, indeed, slide 
down the slippery metal slope, they 
apparently did manage to crank out 
three more albums of note between 
City Baby s Revenge and From Here 
to Reality than previously thought, 
upping the ante to five albums upon 
which they can hang their legacy. 
-Jimmy Alvarado (Captain Oi) 

GENTLEMAN JESSE & HIS MEN: 
Self-titled: 7" 

You may know “Gentleman” Jesse 
Smith as the bass player for Atlanta’s 
devastating punk juggernaut, the 
Carbonas. What you may not know is 
that this kid can also play guitar and 
has written two as close to perfect 
power pop songs as you’re bound to 
hear this year. “I Don’t Wanna Know 
(Where You Been Tonight)” will 
lodge itself in your head indefinitely 
with its catchier than Chlamydia at 
a ‘Frisco bathhouse chorus, while 
“Going Out of My Mind” will make 
you forget all about those bouncy 
Pointed Sticks songs you like so 
much. Your friends will compare them 
to the mighty Firestarter, perhaps even 
the Exploding Hearts. And, you won’t 
be surprised in the least next January 
when you see Gentleman Jesse’s 


Douchemaster 7” appear on multiple 
Top Ten of 2007 lists. Fan-fucking- 
tastic. -Josh Benke (Douchemaster, 
www.douchemasterrecords.com) 

GG ALLIN AND ANTISEEN: 

Murder Junkies: CD 

As my somewhat warm Pabst and I sit 
down to begin a review of this re-release 
of GG and Antiseen’s Murder Junkies 
CD (originally available, I believe, on 
the immortal Baloney Shrapnel label), 
TV sets across America are buzzing 
with masturbatory coverage of the 
fresh death of the celebrity train wreck 
known as Anna Nicole Smith. A fitting 
background, I suppose, to ruminate 
about one of the most garish train 
wrecks of the modem era; scumfuc sex 
symbol, Mr. GG “Jesus” Allin. It may 
well be true to say that the only thing 
that we, as a narcissistic, reality-TV- 
addicted society, are more fascinated 
with than our own selves, is celebrity 
train wrecks. GG’s Q-Score, of 
course, never got close to that of Anna 
Nicole, because, for one thing, we 
seem to prefer our train wrecks, like 
our rebels, to look like movie stars. 
Whether you’re crashing and burning 
or raging against the system, you’d 
better damn well look good doing it. 
If not, the sleepy gaze of the ovine 
populace will wander elsewhere. And 
let’s be honest: it didn’t help GG’s 
Q-Score to have a pink Mike-N-Ike 
between his legs. Can you imagine 
what a folk hero he’d be if he’d been 
proudly brandishing a giant trouser 
pike like that of adored metal dunce, 


Tommy Lee? I’ll even go so far as to 
say that Tommy Lee is a celebrity now 
because of his abundant schwanz. 
He’s literally riding the coattails of 
his own penis. Yes, he’s a decent, if 
unimaginative, heavy metal drummer 
in a popular ‘80s hair metal band, 
and he’s an apparently sweet, dumb 
guy—when he’s not practicing rock 
star-style domestic abuse. But would 
he really have ascended to the heights 
of fame that he has if he hadn’t done 
so by scaling his own dick ladder? I 
doubt it. He’d be just another also- 
ran, half-baked celebrity, starring on 
B-celebrity reality TV shows like his 
compadre Vince Neal. No big whoop. 
And then that begs the question: if GG 
didn’t have his famously toddler-sized 
dink, would he have had the seething 
rage and all-encompassing loathing 
that inspired him to make a name for 
himself by spazzing out naked in public 
and re-eating the digested dinner he 
had the night before? And that makes 
me wonder what would GG have been 
like if he were around now to take 
advantage of all the wonderful penis 
enlargement technologies that I keep 
hearing about through constant and 
daily email ad campaigns. I’m sure 
GG was much more complex than a 
mere penis envy case and I don’t doubt 
that, for whatever reasons, he felt real 
pain in his short, tattered life. But as it 
is with all celebrity train wrecks, be it 
Anna Nicole or GG Allin, it’s hard not 
to wonder what inspired them to do 
what they did while they were alive. 
And it’s especially difficult to try to 


unknot the truths and the lies of their 
lives from one another. That’s because 
the truth of their perceived fakeness 
or genuineness probably lies most 
closely to the realm of paradox; the 
Twilight Zone-ish area where the lines 
we’ve all drawn between our either- 
or’s disappear like Britney Spears 
underpants. As a matter of fact, it is 
out of a healthy respect for the gooey 
reality of paradox in our everyday lives 
that I try to make a point of drinking 
my beer out of a Klein bottle (a sort of 
Mobius Strip version of a bottle that 
has no actual inside or outside) just to 
remind myself how our rational mind 
forever falls short of explaining away 
the weird, weird universe in which 
we live. But I seem to have wandered 
far afield here, as I so oftentimes do. 
On with the review: This re-release 
captures the euphonious sounds of GG 
Allin teamed up with the Boys from 
Brutalsville and if you’ve ever heard 
GG or Antiseen before, you know just 
what to expect. Glowering scum dirges 
of hate with guitars that sound like 
lawnmowers running in a tin shed. This 
CD also includes a few tracks of GG’s 
tender “unplugged” side, crooning “I 
wanna fuck the shit out of you” in his 
best David Allan Coe impersonation. 
The thing about GG, though, was that 
he always sang—or hollered—like 
he had a couple shoehorns lodged in 
his mouth. But maybe that’s a good 
thing, because no one wants a self- 
proclaimed “outlaw scumfuc” to have 
the clean virginal pipes of someone 
like Josh Groban. Sounding like you 
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might be sucking on some turdballs the 
way other people suck on hard candies 
can only lend to your verisimilitude 
when you’re someone in GG’s line 
of business. The only problem with 
having a mouthful of dung Mentos 
is that sometimes GG’s “sinister” 
lyrics lose some of their scariness 
to the mush-mouth syndrome. For 
example, on “I Hate People” it sounds 
like he might actually be singing “I 
hate cream com”—which would be a 
funny thing for GG Allin to be singing, 
considering that the foul glop that used 
to drop from his backside babyfood 
dispenser looked a lot like cream com 
much of the time. And no one in their 
right mind would ever slather their 
bloodied, naked body with something 
they hate, right? That just wouldn’t 
make sense. But maybe this has less 
to do with GG and more to do with the 
wax build up in my ears. Then again, it 
never really was about the lyrics. GG 
was a lot of things, but he was no poet. 
He wasn’t even all that original. Some 
of his most infamous trademark moves 
had already been done by others: most 
notably, Sid, Iggy, and Stiv. Each of 
those gentlemen had experimented 
with onstage scarification rituals 
before GG did. Even his never-made- 
good threat to kill himself onstage 
wasn’t all that original; Nazi Dog, of 
Canada’s Viletones, had made similar 
threats years before the gimmick even 
flickered in GG’s dented head. And 
as far as jerking his pud and shitting 
himself in public goes, Diogenes 
the Cynic secured that act as his 


“intellectual property” way back in 
ancient Greece, several hundred years 
before the birth of that other famous 
“Jesus.” But GG was certainly an 
original synthesis of all those people 
and all their various vile acts. And 
he took that whole burning shit heap 
of reckless endangerment and rage 
and he pushed it further and more 
demonically than anyone has, before 
or since. And in some weird way, 
in doing so, he provided us a vital 
service much like Diogenes did way 
back when. That’s something that I 
don’t think can be said of a train wreck 
like Anna Nicole. “All retch and no 
vomit” is a tag you can never pin on 
GG Allin. -Aphid Peewit (TKO) 

GIGLINGER: Distortion*: CDEP 

Giglinger is a four piece from Finland 
that seems slightly mysterious (no 
shows, no albums) but also produce 
fairly capable industrial punk. Think 
along the lines of Ministry, but a 
little different. While the mysterious 
mannerisms want me to think this is 
some sort of supergroup, the fact that 
they’re all from Finland made me 
realize that even if they were, no one 
would give a shit. The four songs on 
this EP aren’t a bad start but there’s not 
a lot to go on here to really say for sure. 
It’s all put together well, but nothing 
really jumps out and does a whole lot 
for me. -Kurt Morris (King Penguin) 

GOVERNMENT WARNING: 

No Moderation: LP 

Perhaps I’m retarded. I’m willing to 
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accept that. But I just don’t get how, 
twenty-plus years into listening to 
punk rock, and especially hardcore, 
it still catches me a little unawares 
how much I like short, fast songs. It’s 
supposed to be diminishing returns, 
right? You can only go so fast, and then 
it’s a blur. All the fast points have been 
covered, and better, by the biggies, 
right? But once or twice a year, a band 
that’d definitely be aware of hardcore’s 
legacy tears right back into it, ripping 
pages right out of that history book. 
Government Warning’s not only fully 
loaded with razor-sharp playing and 
insightful lyrics, they’ve got so much 
controlled speed in one song alone, that 
if hooked up to a hamster wheel, would 
power a suburban home for a day. This 
makes me feel thirteen again, in all the 
cool ways (without the short shorts and 
such), and I’m hoping some kid just 
loses their shit to Government Warning 
just like I did when I first heard JFA, 
learning to ollie on my Variflex in my 
garage. Crazy good and I’m super glad 
this is coming out now, today. -Todd 
(Feral Ward) 

HALLELUJAH!: Dirty Revival: CD 

More gloriously honked smoot from 
the smoots at C.N.P., and more wacky 
than brutal, occasionally ponderous 
and bulky, like a heavy-gauge punching 
balloon and with a primo rock: noise 
ratio. Plus: “I Faked My Own Birth,” 
“Mysterious Finger,” “She Blinded 
Me with Intelligent Design,” and “Ass 
Disease Messages.” Smoot! -Cuss 
Baxter (C.N.P.) 


HATEPINKS, THE: Teste Malade/ 

Sick in the Head: W EP 

Have to hand it to The Hatepinks. 
They could have easily slid into Briefs 
clone territory, and instead are ending 
up sounding like the radioactive house 
band to Repo Man, if Repo Man was 
set in France... and the Adverts sung 
about cheese or were a Do Wop band 
that played their instruments with 
stilettos instead of fingers... and 
there was a nearby beach that had a 
radioactive spill and when the barrels 
broke open, it was bubblegum... and 
everyone—even librarians—did a 
bunch of drugs, every second they 
were alive... and... well, you get the 
point. Bouncy ’77-friendly French 
weirdness that advocates animals 
sexual liberation while really just 
hoping that you’ll have a good time. 
-Todd (TKO) 

HAUNTED GEORGE: Bone Hauler: CD 

The more I listen to Haunted George, 
the alter ego of S. George Pallow from 
the defunct Necessary Evils, the more 
inclined I am to call the man a genius. 
He takes the one man band format to 
bizarre, uncharted territory that the great 
Hasil Adkins would have been proud 
to tread. The songs on Bone Hauler 
hang heavily in the air like apparitions: 
lost souls searching for a desert resting 
place. Pallow’s voice, limbs, and 
instruments work together to create a 
harrowing, hypnotic mental landscape 
of isolation and desolation. “Depraved,” 
with the line “I’m not depraved. What’s 
that mean, anyway? They’ll learn 





































the truth about me...someday,” will 
simultaneously make you laugh out 
loud and your hair stand on end. Other 
standouts are “Graves in the Desert,” 
“Howlin’,” and “What Kinda Tracks 
Are Those?” Highly recommended. 
-Josh Benke (Dead Beat) 

HEAD: No Hugging! No Learning!: LP 

Pretty much any Ramoneage Cloneage 
bands from the last fifteen years or so 
owe a debt of some sort to one of two 
parties: Head, from Seattle, to whom 
“I Don’t Wanna Be Learned/ I Don’t 
Wanna Be Tamed” was just about right, 
“Now I Wanna Sniff Some Glue” was 
evolved and brilliant, and “Loudmouth” 
was just too friggin’ fancy—and the 
Richies, from Germany. And, as big 
a fan as i was of the early singles like 
“Magic 8-Ball” and the early 12” 
“Street Level Assault,” i thought their 
first true full-length, “The Monkeys,” 
fell flat, largely owing to the band’s 
inability to charm in songs with more 
than, say, four lines of lyrics. And, 
while it’s good to hear the band again 
in any way/ shape/ form, i think that’s 
still somewhat the case—Head seem 
to be angling for position as sort of a 
retarded version of M.O.T.O. (“I’m 35 
Years Older Than You”); a task which 
i remain unconvinced they are able 
to successfully undertake. Includes 
a neat and unexpected cover of the 
Turtles’ “Outside Chance.” BEST 
SONG: I dunno, i suppose “Outside 
Chance” BEST SONG TITLE: “Girl- 
Girl Action” FANTASTIC AMAZING 
TRIVIA FACT: Comes with a large 


poster of the band. Unfortunately, the 
band ain’t exactly much to look at these 
days... -Rev. Norb (Evil Clown) 

HERO DISHONEST: 

When the Shit Hits the Man: CD 

Totally raging fast hardcore punk 
from this Finnish band. Any fan of 
Dead Nation, Tear It Up, Deadstop, 
or D.S.-13 is going to want to be all 
over this. Actually, the more I listen 
to this, it really reminds me of that 
great second Paint It Black record. 
Doesn’t get much better than this for 
hardcore. -Mike Frame (Acme) 

HEROES & VILLIANS: Play Themes 
from the Dark Pink Circus: CD 

I think they shortened their name 
from The Heroes and Villains Chain. 
-Cuss Baxter (X!) 

HIBACHI STRANGLERS, THE: Our City 
Doesn't Stink All the Time: 7" 

Yeah, yeah, give the record titled Our 
City Doesn’t Stink All The Time to the 
guy from New Jersey. Don’t think 
I don’t see the joke here. Anyway, 
loud, fuzzed-out psyche/ garage rock. 

I want to say reminds me a little of 
The Carbonas (or at least makes them 
come to mind for some reason), but 
not nearly as straight forward, and 
a lot noisier most of the time. I like 
this. Good stuff. -Joe Evans III (Self- 
released) 

HICKOIDS: Corn Demon: CD 

Texas has always been one of the 
hotspots for punk’s most eccentric 


bands, including the Big Boys, Dicks, 
Kamikaze Refrigerators, DRI, MDC, 
Poison 13, and the Hickoids, an ‘80s 
“cowpunk” band that managed to 
embody both those terms without 
sacrificing anything from either 
genre. The first fifteen tracks here, 
from their We’re in It for the Corn 
album, sounds like the twangy cousin 
of Texas’ most extreme musical 
proponents it is—Scratch Acid set 
loose on the Sons of the Pioneers’ 
repertoire, or the Butthole Surfers 
up to their eyeballs in psychedelic 
slide guitar ’n’ chicken-pickin’. The 
remainder of the disc, the tracks 
from their Hard Corn EP, is a wee 
bit more subdued sonically, but their 
lyrical subject matter and cover song 
selection remained just as off-kilter. 
Were they the greatest punk band 
ever? Maybe, maybe not. They were, 
however, a pretty fun listen, and 
sometimes that’s more important. 
-Jimmy Alvarado (Saustex) 

JERK ALERT: Self-titled: CD 

To say Jerk Alert sounds like a 
musical bowel movement would be 
unfair, since bowel movements can 
be pretty dam enjoyable. You’re 
sitting there on your porcelain throne, 
maybe reading Razorcake, if you 
will, and you’re eradicating waste in 
a bliss-like state. Jerk Alert is more 
like the waste that’s left ever at the 
end of your doo doo symphony. It’s 
the part you don’t want to savor. You 
might take a peek to see what’s there 
but, inevitably, you just want to flush 


that load of stink as fast as possible. 
-Dave Disorder (Eradicator) 

JOLTS, THE: J/7ix;CDEP 

Total garage punk, as evidenced by 
singing, “I got stabbed in the eye to-n- 
eyeaaaght,” instead of “tonight!” Yes, 
it IS a difference, and a significant one 
appreciated only by the kind of people 
who spend time trying to figure out 
whether 20/20 or The Beat could 
be considered the epitome of power 
pop. (Jury’s still out on that one, as I 
continue to lose brain cells thinking 
about it.) If this were a local band, I’d 
buy them beer and candy...and even 
go to their shows! This is Fruit Loops! 
Yum! -Maddy (Self-released) 

KA-NIVES, THE: Get Duped: LP 

Me like oog music. Me no like think 
rock. Me no like Volvo commercial 
rock. Me like Fred Flinstone’s car. 
Me like furry underwear on go go 
dancers and ribs so big they tip 
over the car at the drive-in. Me like 
Supercharger, Gories, King Kahn 
and BBQ. Me like music that when 
it’s swiped with something sharp, 
it bleeds instead of asks for a credit 
card number. Me like music that’s 
raw and booger-eatin’ and has an 
exhaust leak that gives me a carbon 
monoxide high. (Me too dumb to die.) 
Do The Mummies have boogers? 
If they did, the Ka-Nives would eat 
those Mummie boogers from all of 
their noses and steal the Mummies 
songs in the process, using the 
uneaten boogers as sheet music. This 
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album’s all covers, and I won’t lie; if 
they would have said, “All originals, 
chump,” I’d of believed ‘em, except 
for “Nervous Breakdown”—no, not 
that Rise Against song from Lords of 
Dogtown... or Black Flag... before 
that—which is great oog music, 
too. LP limited to 300. Comes with 
booklet with nice pictures, so no have 
to read much. -Todd (Lance Rock) 

KILLERS AND CLOWNS: 

Radio Dead Ones: 12" 45 

Frickin’ ROARING Berlin street 
punk featuring a vocalist who must 
almost surely leave post-performance 
microphones dauntingly covered in 
meaty chunks of lung. I mean, this 
makes something like “Out of Control” 
by the Angelic Upstarts sound like the 
Dead Milkmen by comparison. Even 
the acoustic number has got the guy 
raging his fricking esophagus out, the 
dude is doing to his throat what those 
guys from Jackass do to their bodies. 
Frickin’ enervating. ENERVATING, 
I SAY!!! BEST SONG: “Eastside 
of the City” BEST SONG TITLE: 
“Hate to Go out (Acoustic Version)” 
FANTASTIC AMAZING TRIVIA 
FACT: Album artwork is a swipe of 
the ‘90s “Black Market Clash” cover 
art—oddly, not the original 1980 
version. -Rev. Norb (Wanda) 

LARKIN: Alexandra: CDEP 

Celtic or Irish music is not a 
particular genre that I follow closely. 
But their debut release, The Curse 
of Our Fathers , was something that 


I took notice of and found it to be a 
good alternative to what I normally 
listen to. I see they released a 
second full length titled Reckoning. 
So this is their third release, which 
features six original songs in the 
style of traditional Irish folk. There’s 
something about songs like these that 
seem, to me, to be a combination of 
fun and depression. It’s like a drunken 
stupor: being in another state of mind 
with a bit of escapism. For fans of the 
Pogues or Flogging Molly who want 
to find something a little below the 
radar. -Donofthedead (Know) 

LIGHT YOURSELF ON FIRE: 

Self-titled: CD 

This Tampa, FL band features the 
singer for Reversal Of Man and the 
bassist for Scrog and Omega Man. 
Apparently; these guys are playing 
shows with death metal bands like 
Deicide and Darkest Hour. Musically, 
that tonal whine the metal guitar player 
does irritates the piss out of me. The 
bass is in drop D throughout and the 
vocals sound like the cookie monster. 
-Buttertooth (Kiss of Death) 

L0 MODA: Gospel Storefront: CD 

Gospel Storefront manages to 
resuscitate a fresh take on psychedelic 
rock with viola hooks, slow handclaps, 
and the mantra-lyrics. Deadpan vocals 
spew, “New York is eating its tail” and 
“your beat is too complicated” out of 
front man Peter Quinn. It sounds like a 
disfigured, mutant Jonathan Richman 
is being backed by pretty girls singing 


backup and pounding their instruments 
in perfect, simple rhythms. It isn’t 
party music and it isn’t fun, but the 
malevolent, dry delivery of Gospel 
Storefront is pretty amazing. -Comrade 
Bree (Creative Capitalism) 

LOGJAM: Stumped!: CD 

Sounds like a cross between Sheik 
Yerbouti-cra Frank Zappa and the 
Mentors; or maybe NoMeansNo meets 
redneck jokes with Harry Nilsson 
medleys tossed into the mix to further 
befuddle taxonomy-ification. This is 
so well-executed as to be puzzling, 
and you’ll probably feel just awful 
when you cut the disc into the shape 
of a throwing star and hunt the horse 
from that Poco album cover with it 
(but you’ll do it nonetheless). More 
log than jam, one supposes. BEST 
SONG: “Last of the Summer Wine,” 
unless you want me to count “Nilsson 
Medley Schmedley” BEST SONG 
TITLE: “Nilsson Medley Schmedley 
(Clean Version)” FANTASTIC 
AMAZING TRIVIA FACT: This 
is the first record i’ve seen in like 
twenty years where the copyright 
date was printed in Roman numerals. 
-Rev. Norb (Logclam) 

LOUSY BREAK: Self-titled: 7" 

It’s so good to see that Headache 
Records is still around. And this is 
a standard, if not perfect, Headache 
release: straight-ahead, low-fi punk 
injected with doses of humor and 
obnoxiousness. How much more 
punk can you get with lines like, “I 


like cat in my Chinese food”? Makes 
me laugh, might make some gag, and 
it’s written into a good musical hook. 
Overall, this isn’t an earth-shattering 
record, but it rocks purty good. Oh, 
forgot—it’s a picture disc. -The Lord 
Kveldulfr (Headache) 

LUNCH WITH BEARDO: 

Surrealistic Picnic: CD 

There’s a saying people say about 
how writing about music is like 
shitting about taxidermy, which is 
true, but it’s no problem with this 
record because: it ain’t music. You’d 
think it would be from the pictures, 
where somebody who is probably 
the “band” has guitars and stuff, 
but they just use ‘em for making 
swirly, echoey sounds that add up 
to some nice, relaxing noise (cup of 
Sleepytime optional [but pleasant!]). 
-Cuss Baxter (FDH) 

MAASTER GAIDEN: 

Like It Never Happened: CD 

Prepared as I was to hate this CD 
based solely on the band name (a 
reference to an old Nintendo game, 
perhaps?), it proved impossible. The 
songs on Like It Never Happened 
capture the frustration, anger, and 
disappointment of being a young, 
awkward punk whose girl left him, 
who can’t fit in, whose doctor says it’s 
time to be medicated. Maaster Gaiden 
takes the shit that this monkey called 
life flings at them and celebrates it, 
using it to fuel songs that lead to wild, 
flailing, liberating catharsis. They’ve 
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taken their Scared of Chaka and 
Marked Men records, chewed them 
up, swallowed them, regurgitated 
the best bits, and spit them out as 
something their own. God-fucking- 
damn, is this good! When they come 
through my town, I’ll be standing 
in the front row, singing every 
word, smiling, and going ape shit. 
-Josh Benke (Big Action, www. 
bigactionrecords.com) 

MEASURE [SA], THE: Union Pool b/w 
Unreleased, Another Protest Singer: 7" 

Can you bottle exuberance? Just 
sheer joy? Can it be dabbed behind 
your ear like a perfume? It sure as 
hell can be captured on vinyl and 
The Measure’s got its number: liber- 
earnest, let’s-get-this-shit-right, dual 
vocals DIY punk that’s disregarding 
paint-by-numberisms. And it makes 
me giddy—actually smiling when 
hearing these songs come on—that 
bands, in this relative dearth left in 
the wake of mid-‘90s pop punk aren’t 
only jumping into retreads of fun, 
but are taking the exposed wires of 
the best of that decade and plugging 
them directly into their instruments, 
hearts, and minds, while pedaling 
down new avenues into the 2000s. 
Like a supercharged Discount? Like 
watching otters magically frolic 
and play instruments? Like the best 
basement show, glasses fogged, 
windows steamed? Contagious? 
Yes, yes, and yes. -Todd (Idiot 
Box Industries, c/o The Measure, 
themeasuresa@hotmail.com) 


MIDNIGHT BOMBERS: Evil Streets: CD 

Although I ain’t all that impressed 
with the lyrical quality, which at 
best can be described as serviceable, 
musically this ain’t too shabby. 
They’ve got that ‘80s West Coast 
punk undertow not unlike Texas 
Thieves, with enough cool little 
guitar fills pumped into their delivery 
to keep one’s interest. Add to that 
a pretty solid cover of Agression’s 
“It Could Happen” and a shout-out 
to the mighty Dave Haro and we’re 
talking something worth a listen. 
-Jimmy Alvarado (Wondertaker) 

MISGUIDED: Fuggets 1981-84: CD 

A fun thing about this New 
York proto-hardcore band’s 
“retrospective” CD is that you can 
track their progression not just by 
year but also by song length: while 
most of the earlier tracks barely 
break the minute mark, song lengths 
double and often triple as you work 
through the disc, culminating in the 
four-minute-plus live version of “I 
Can See You.” The music similarly 
progresses in proportion to the 
longer running times, with short, 
simple, guttural blasts a la The Fix 
giving way to more complex, almost 
poppy tunes creeping in by the time 
the band threw in the towel in 1984, 
a development made all the more 
interesting considering how many of 
them big city hardcore bands opted 
for the metal path to artistic bliss. In 
all, the assorted demos, live tracks, 
and EP cuts are well worth a listen 





and serve as a nice reminder of a 
time when all of this punk stuff was 
new, raw, and not overrun by career 
musicians slumming until a record 
deal is dropped in their laps. -Jimmy 
Alvarado (Mad at the World) 

MISHAPS: Self-titled: T 

Mid-tempo rockin’ punk with clean 
guitar and organ on the A side. Junk 
Records style rawkin’ on the flip. 
Fans of the “Fistful Of Rock N Roll” 
compilation series will dig this. 
-Mike Frame (Wall Ride) 

MITRA: All Gods Kill: CD 

When the drummer’s moniker is 
Harden, you know it will be heavy. 
This wicked concoction does not 
disappoint: punishing riffs, ear- 
splitting vocals, and fast-as-shit song 
tempos. I think I will put this on at 
my next neighborhood block party... 
when I have run out of beer and want 
everyone to leave. Excellent! -Sean 
Koepenick (Idol) 

MODERAT UKVIDATION: Kdttahuve.T 

Swedish hardcore from ‘83, pulled 
from the dustbin of history and 
polished up via Havoc Records. 
Archetypical hardcore stuff from the 
time period and locale, but since the 
lyrics are in Swedish, I have no idea 
whether they’re pro- or anti-gay when 
they have a song called “Anti Fag” or 
if they’re pro- or anti-fascist when 
they sing, “Skinhead, Seig Heil” 
over and over in the title track. Still, 
since it’s on Havoc, we’ll just assume 


everything’s on the up and up. Even 
with the remastering job, the vocals 
still sound like they were recorded in 
the deepest recesses of the Batcave, 
but I imagine that fans of the band 
couldn’t give a shit, considering the 
fact that this thing’s probably been 
out of print for twenty years or more. 
-Keith Rosson (Havoc) 

MONEYBROTHER: They're Building 
Walls around Us: CD 

My initial reaction was of anger. How 
could Jordan Kleeman do this to me? 
We’re supposed to use our labels for 
good not evil. Scandinavian funk/ 
soul/ pop, on its face, is evil. Pure evil. 
Then something happens on listen two 
and three. Firstly, you realize that you 
put it in for a second and third time. 
What the fuck is that about? Secondly, 
you imagine that if you went to a disco 
you’d hope that this was the sort of 
thing that would be playing. This you 
could shake a little something to with 
out having to know the hustle. -Stevo 
(Sabot Productions) 

MONSTER SQUAD: Self-titled: 7" 

Wolfinan may, indeed, have nards, but 
Monster Squad seems to be lacking. 
Listening to them feels like standing 
in front of a growling dog that you 
know just won’t bite. They have 
angry anthems, but I could never get 
a clear idea what they were actually 
angry about. Monosyllabic rhyming 
punctuated by the music makes it all 
come off feeling a bit too meatheady 
for me. -Megan (Glue Rot) 
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MONSTERS FROM MARS!: Surfing 
Through a Creepy Castle: 7" EP 

This is a gem of an EP, a perfect blend 
of traditional surf (reminiscent of the 
Phantom Surfers) and post-punk sci- 
fi surf (think Man...Or Astroman?). 
And that’s just the originals. On the 
flipside, where the covers take over, 
the band again shows how well they 
can play both sides of the fence, taking 
on Britney Spear’s “Toxic”(one of 
the most remarkable reclamation 
projects to ever grace my turntable) 
and Joe Meek’s “Telstar.” Bonus 
points for not naming themselves 
“The Martians,” thus implying that 
even on their native Mars these guys 
and gal are on the outskirts of society. 
-Mike Faloon (Tic Tac Totally) 

MUTINY: Co-Op Brewery: CD 

A bunch of crusty punx in a Pogues 
cover band. Except it’s not a cover 
band and the songs are still cool, plus 
all the band members are Australian 
and have been playing together since 
1991. And, to top it off, the album 
title contains two of my favorite 
words. -Daryl (Fistolo) 

NERVOUS DOGS: 

Avenida Sevilla: 7"EP 

Three songer of a three-piece 
composed of Replay Dave of the 
Grabass Charlestons and the twins 
from Fiya: gruff, honest, and direct. 
Sadly, it’s an homage to their recently 
deceased fathers. But, the more I 
thought of it, it’s perfect. I know 
Replay. He’s an earnest and loving 


guy and a great musician. What better 
to both memorialize and celebrate the 
memory of a loved one with dedicating 
something to them in a manner you 
find the most joy? It’s touching. As a 
matter of fact, the three songs on here 
are like a postcard: maybe it means 
more to me because I know who it’s 
from, it’s a quick note, and it brings 
up good feelings, wishing I was in 
Gainesville. For fans of the Hot Water 
Music/ Clairmel split 10”, the country- 
er Tim Version, and intergalactic 
gentlemen. -Todd (Nervous) 

NEW FLESH, THE: Vessel: CD 

Well, here’s a Jim Dandy of a chaotic 
gonkathon: ripping, noisy destructo- 
nuggets from Hammerhead to 
Pissed Jeans and back again, breakin 
shoehorns and smashin...um...lamps 
and stuff, I guess. Hotter than a 
burning styrofoam cup full of Velveeta 
in the back of a car with the windows 
rolled up in July in Death Valley. 
-Cuss Baxter (Heart Break Beat) 

NEW MODEL ARMY: BD3: CDEP 

This was packaged in a white 
envelope with only a sticker 
identifying the label responsible. No 
song titles, info, nuthin’. With some 
searching I managed to glean that this 
is a one-off release with eight tracks 
of odds ’n’ sods, including remixes, 
live recordings, and an unreleased 
ditty or two from a notable U.K. band 
that deserves a bit better treatment. 
-Jimmy Alvarado (Devil Doll) 


NIPPLES, THE: Weekend Toys: CD 

Punk rockers singing songs about 
Garbage Pail Kids with (presumably) 
fake British accents! (The rockers, 
not Mucus Marcus.) If I heard one 
song, I’d think it’s pretty good stuff, 
but twenty-two songs later, I’m kinda 
bored and am beginning to feel struck 
by the condition previously known as 
Nobody’s-Induced-Fatigue (NIF), 
for which the only known cure is 
massive amounts of Cherry Coke and 
Little Debbie’s Star Crunches. For 
shame! If this were a cereal, it’d be 
Super Golden Crisp. Good in small 
doses! -Maddy (Basement) 

NO RESPECT: Excuse My Smile: CD 

Thanks to a roommate that I had in 
the late ‘90s, ska of (almost) any kind 
is ruined for me. There will be times 
that I can kind of enjoy it, but there 
always seems to be an underlying 
uneasiness to it. I guess the same 
goes for German ska as well, as I just 
couldn’t get into this. It all sounds 
good and is well played (reminding 
me of the Planet Smashers from time 
to time), but in the end I am left with 
that creepy ska feeling that I get. -Ty 
Stranglehold (Mad Butcher) 

N0MEANSN0: 

All Roads Lead to Ausfahrt: CD 

For such a small city, Victoria, B.C. 
has provided plenty to punk rock. 
For the scum punks, there’s the 
Dayglo Abortions, for the hardcore 
kids, there’s the Neos, for the tepid 
mainstream popsters there’s, uh... 


Nelly Furtado... And for everyone 
else there’s Nomeansno. It’s been six 
years since the last time the Brothers 
Wright (and Tom Holliston) put out a 
record (the dark and depressing One ) 
and after many rumors of the band 
calling it quits, we have a new one. 
And what a disc it is. All Roads Lead 
to Ausfahrt has done something quite 
remarkable in that it takes the many 
different sides of Nomeansno and 
balances them. Where as One was 
packed with the loooong, dirgy epics, 
this one seems to focus on the quirky, 
almost poppy side of the band. It’s 
almost as if their alter egos. The 
Hanson Brothers, snuck into the studio 
and laid some tracks down for Rob 
Wright to lay his twisted vocals over. 
There is some straight-up hardcore 
representation here that would fit 
in with their output on records such 
as Wrong and Sex Mad and had the 
overall power of Worldhood of the 
World (As Such). The lyrics have 
taken a turn for the twisted that I 
don’t think I’ve heard since 0+2=1. 
It’s a little less evil genius and a little 
more creepy brilliance, like that guy 
at work who no one likes to talk to 
because he makes the hairs on your 
neck stand up, except everything 
thing he says makes sense in a weird 
way. Some new water is charted here 
as well, as we hear the boys taking 
on some folk and gospel (NMN style) 
with fantastic results. All of this and 
still the best rhythm section EVER 
(go ahead; try to argue me on that 
one). To bring it down to one of those 
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crappy review analogies that I’m so 
fond of: Nomeansno still sound like 
Devo and The Minutemen playing 
Battleship in Black Flag’s jamspace 
with Miles Davis and Dee Dee 
Ramone coaching. -Ty Stranglehold 
(AntAcid, www.antacidaudio.com) 

NORTH LINCOLN/THE GIBBONS: 
Split 7" 

Two bands from Michigan both 
doing a good job at the “Jawbreaker- 
Leatherface thing.” This is another 
high quality product from Salinas 
Records, which has a tendency to 
release high quality products. Don’t 
you love it when you get a crazy 
hunch and it ends up being true? 
Like, you’re sitting there, looking at a 
7” with a fish on the cover. And both 
the bands and the label are all from 
Michigan. And you ask yourself, “I 
wonder if that’s the state fish on the 
cover?” And then it turns out that 
Michigan’s state fish is the Brook 
Trout, and the fish pictured is a Brook 
Trout as well. And then it’s just like, 
“Goddamn, this record sure is cool.” 

I love it when that kind of stuff 
happens. -Daryl (Salinas) 

NOTHINGTON: 

One for the Road: 7"EP 

First listen: Man, I love me some 
Leatherface. Put the burlap over the 
bunny, smash it with a hammer, then 
sing with that shoved down your 
esophagus. Second listen: Whiskey 
Sunday or Saint Catherines? Third 
listen: Although I love Frankie Stubbs 


of Leatherface, and Davey Tiltwheel, 
who did the cover art for Dog Disco , 
I think people largely discount that 
record because that cover thows 
‘em. Fourth listen: Like Leatherface, 
there’s something to be said about 
giving the songs some mileage. Let 
‘em pour into you like dots in the 
highway, so they’re this collective 
blur that condense a long trip into 
an eye blink. Nothington show their 
depth slowly. Fifth listen: Hey, this is 
really good stuff on its own: earnest, 
hard-earned, and honest. A keeper. 
-Todd (Left Off The Dial) 

OBSESSORS, THE: Double Scoop; CD 

Total Devo-influenced punk rock 
with cool girl and boy vocals! With 
keyboards! I have no idea, but I hope 
their live shows feature lasers. New 
wave silliness, with lyrics about 
zombies, toxic waste, kleptomaniacs, 
and presidential stutters (seriously!). 
If this were a cereal, it’d be Cocoa 
Krispies. Take regular Rice Krispies 
(sort of political, serious lyrics), then 
add tons of chocolate and sugar! 
Yum! -Maddy (Braindart) 

ONLY CRIME: Virulence: CD 

Here’s another recent punk rock super 
group, which features members of 
Good Riddance (who I was kinda into 
in high school), Bane (who I wasn’t 
really into much in high school), and 
Descendents (who I was way into in 
high school). As you can imagine, 
this sounds like a culmination of all 
the members’ previous bands mixed 
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together, and I’ll say that it’s best 
moments are like if later era Black 
Flag got into a fight with later era ALL 
songs and completely beat the shit out 
of them (but did so in the best possible 
way), leaving you with something 
that keeps a great balance between 
catchy, frantic pop punk—that is still 
a bit pissed off and unsettling—yet 
keeps a decent groove, and, frankly, 
is just a bit fucked up (again; in the 
best possible way). I’m glad this got 
sent my way. - Joe Evans III (Fat) 

OROKU: Living Through the End Time: CD 

Noisy, speedy metal stuff rife with 
guttural roars and pain-filled lyrics 
like, “Decay, rotting, eroding mind 
filled with piercing pain/ Trusting 
no one/ Remember the past/ Scars 
run deep/ Repeat the cycle again.” 
-Jimmy Alvarado (Inimical) 

PISSED JEANS: Don't Need Smoke to 
Make Myself Disappear: T 

A-side is a dose of the heavy, 
minimalist “Flipper after some 
musical lessons” sludge this label 
made its first million off of two 
decades ago, while the B-side takes 
on more up-tempo rock-meets- 
hardcore vibe. To be honest, I didn’t 
really expect much from this, so I’m 
kinda flabbergasted that it exceeded 
what low expectations I did have. 
-Jimmy Alvarado (Sub Pop) 

PIZZASAURUS REX: Traveling Today 
on Yesterday's Maps. .CD 

Six piece Kansas City/ St. Louis 


outfit that gives us a nine song slab 
of refined sonic outbursts melded 
with gritty interludes. Yes, there’s 
The ‘Mats influence here. But I 
also detect early Buffalo Tom and 
even some Big Wheel. Songs that 
stick out like a broken rib: “Touch,” 
“Drown,” and “Puerto Rico.” With 
three guitarists, the playing is 
surprisingly restrained—there’s no 
Lynyrd Skynyrd meanderings here. 
They stretch out their song formats 
on the closing seven-minute-plus 
“Kick out The Bags.” I have no idea 
about the “Heartland” music scene at 
all, but I’m stoked I got this chunk of 
bone tossed in my direction. -Sean 
Koepenick (Self-released) 

PONYTAIL: Kamehameha: CD 

When you’re dubbed as an art 
school quartet and your name is 
Ponytail, there’s a good chance you 
will measure high on the suckability 
scale. This is the musical equivalent 
of someone taking a dolphin, stuffing 
it in a tank two sizes too small for 
its proportions, and then beating 
the aquatic mammal to a slow death 
with a crash cymbal. -Dave Disorder 
(Creative Capitalism) 

QUEERWULF: Preaching to the Choir: LP 

Remember Pigpen, from the Peanuts 
cartoons? Remember how he always 
had a little cloud of dirt around him, 
and he was cool with it? Now imagine 
if Pigpen was a city. That city would 
be Chattanooga, TN, the home of one 
of the best punk scenes in the whole 



“Rising from the ashes of Speedealer. 
From start to finish you get raw power, 
Sabbath sway, bluesy leads, over the 
top speed and smoky evil vocals. We 
have a new heavyweight contender on 
the hard rock scene and these guys 
are monolithic.” - Chemical X Magazine 
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world. Queerwulf is a product of this 
punk scene, and this record perfectly 
captures everything that is awesome 
about their scene and the people in 
it. But what does it sound like, you 
ask? It sounds like one of those nights 
when you make Mad Dog popsicles 
and huff roach spray, then get a tattoo 
of a middle finger going up a cop’s 
butt. It sounds like a barfbag party in 
the back seat of a dumpster. It sounds 
like fucking Chattanooga. I can’t 
really put it into words, you gotta go 
there yourself; and once you’ve puked 
naked in the Antarctica basement and 
passed out in the front yard, maybe 
you’ll know what it sounds like. 
Or you could just buy the record so 
Buddha can have enough money for 
a six-pack of Beast. Yeah, you should 
buy this record, it’s fucking great. 
-Ben Snakepit (25 th Hour) 

QUEST FOR FIRE/ THE KIND OF JAZZ 
MUSIC THAT KILLS: Split 7" 

I think the two cities to pay attention 
to right now are Las Cruces, New 
Mexico and Milwaukee, Wisconsin. 
Splits like this just reinforce my 
appreciation of the Milwaukee scene. 
There’s such a diversity in sound 
that, instead of being splintered into 
separate, distinct communities, still 
manages to share the same basements 
at shows, which I’ve always liked 
because you go to see a hardcore band 
and come away with a new favorite 
crust band, or go to see a pop punk 
band, and find yourself nodding along 
to some thrash band. Neither of these 


bands is something I would usually 
seek out, but that doesn’t mean I don’t 
like getting a taste every now and again 
of what I’m missing out on. QFF: Two 
songs: one comes in under a minute, 
the other at almost four minutes. 
There’s a whole lot of screaming and 
it alternates between brutal and heavy. 
TKOJMTK: Normally if told that you 
had this type of music (hell if I know, 
noise? A slower screamo? Again, not 
what I usually listen to) with a violin 
and a saxamaphone, I’d probably 
be one of the first to be turned off. 
I’m a fan of trying to incorporate 
nontraditional instruments; I just 
think it usually comes off as “Hey! 
Look at us! We’ve got a tuba! Aren’t 
we the clever ones?” Here, it feels 
like they’ve actually used them as 
instruments instead of attention 
grabbers, and it works. -Megan (Dry 
Rot/ Repulsion) 

RATCHETS, THE: Glory Bound: CD 

This is fully Clashilicious... And I 
really don’t mean that in a bad way. 
There is no problem with a band 
wearing their influences on their 
sleeves as long as they can bring the 
good, which The Ratchets surely do. 
I guess the short form description 
would be heartfelt punky rock, with 
some reggae overtones. Let’s just 
say that if you dig The Clash or Stiff 
Little Fingers, chances are that you’re 
going to be bobbing your head to The 
Ratchets. My only real complaint 
here is the aforementioned reggae 
overtones. I’m just not into it and the 



®k* 


SATURDAY 
APRIL 14™ 


n IX * IiIM€LE * nOSES 


PRS-LIVE IS HELD EVERY MONTH AT 

ALEX’S BAH 

2913 E. Anaheim St. 

Long Beach, CA 

569*434-8292 • www.alexsbar.com 

^ $10121 + 1 O' 00 


wwwr• PONKRGCKSOCIftl * CUM 


songs that lean really heavily into that 
territory are the ones that get skipped. 
Other than that minor slip, this has 
already seen a lot of plays here at 
home, and in the print shop. -Ty 
Stranglehold (Pirate’s Press) 

RAW POWER: Reptile House: CD/DVD 

Wow! I reviewed this for Flipside 
Magazine back in 1998. The label 
even included most of the review on 
the promo sheet. Here I am reviewing 
it again, but this time it’s for the 
remastered version with an additional 
DVD. Not having listened to this disc 
for a number of years, it still is one 
of the band’s better releases, up there 
with my favorites: You Are the Victim 
LP, Screams from the Gutter LP, Wop 
Hour 7”, and Mine to Kill LP. This 
band from Italy started in 1981 and has 
continued on to this day. I saw the band 
come through L.A. on tour last year 
and they continue to put on an amazing 
show. I had the same excitement seeing 
them as I had when I saw the back in 
' 84. They’re one of the few bands from 
the original crossover movement that 
continue to matter. The bonus DVD 
is lengthy. So far, I have only had a 
chance to flip around it and there is a 
lot to see. A cool tour documentary, 
video, and live footage from 1983- 
2000. Still one of my favorite bands. 
-Donofthedead (Westworld) 

RED LIMO: Soulful Attack: 7" 

I’m tom on how to review this 
record. Red Limo know how to 
write a memorable choms filled with 


“c’mons,” “sha-la-la-la-las,” and 
“they call me sugars,” but the verses 
that lead up to the catchy parts are 
abysmal. And the bridges these guys 
attempt to construct are rickety and in 
need of serious retrofitting. Musically 
and aesthetically, I think Red Limo is 
aiming for that slutty, 1970s androgyny 
that Big Star had back in the day and 
the Time Flys currently champion, 
with a touch of glam thrown in. But, 
it’s hard to tell because the recording 
is so muddy. They’ve got some good 
songs in them if they keep working at 
it. -Josh Benke (MOTM) 

REDUCERS S.F.: 

Raise Your Hackles: CD 

I’ve been digging Reducers S.F. ever 
since the late ‘90s or so. They never 
seem to change, but there is nothing 
wrong with that because they are 
great. Well played, well recorded 
singalong punk rock that has been the 
backbone of TKO for many a year. It’s 
great to hear a band you love continue 
to bring it time after time. Classic. 
-Ty Stranglehold (TKO) 

RIPPERS, THE: 

Nomelec's Revenge!: CD 

This is heavy in a good way. Somehow 
it takes me back to a time in the mid 
‘90s where reckless drinking and 
insanity was the order of the day 
(nowadays the drunkenness is still 
regular, but way more controlled). I’m 
thinking of Quicksand and Zeke in 
Spain together to run with the bulls. I 
like this. -Ty Stranglehold (Rock On) 






































ROTTEN FUX: Self-titled: 7" 

First thing I thought when the needle 
dropped on this was: Disorder. Also, 
Chaos UK comes to mind. It’s got that 
blown out, almost tuneless noise-not- 
music sound and raw, lo-fi production 
that you are unmistakably listening 
to a punk record. This could have 
been easily been a U.K. ‘82 recording 
unearthed. Instead, here is a debut 
release from the Bay area that sounds 
like they can party with the best of 
them and play like they just don’t 
care. -Donofthdead (Six Weeks) 

SAFES, THE: Well Well Well: CD 

My friend Rick wants to like power 
pop. He digs the guitar hooks and 
appreciates the melodies. He can 
deal with the occasional skinny tie. 
He hates the lyrics, though. He can’t 
sing along to tales of broken hearts. 
He’s not chasing nineteen. I think he’s 
wrong about power pop. I tell him to 
ignore the meaning of the words and 
focus on the sounds—that’s where the 
fun is. Rick is going to love the Safes’ 
Well Well Well. It’s got the hooks and 
melodies and the lyrics are personal 
without being pandering. “Everybody 
in the world but me/ Is on the inside of 
the joke apparently...the rules I need 
they hide” (“Everybody in the World”). 
A skosh cynical, sure, but perfectly 
counter balanced by the glass-is-half- 
full “Cool Sounds” (“Cool sounds are 
here again”). Rick’s going to ask who 
the Safes sound like. He won’t believe 
me when I say the Beatles, the Clash, 
and the Replacements. Phrases like 


“power pop hooks with punk rock 
conviction” won’t seal the deal either, 
but they’ll pique his curiosity and 
Well Well Well will do the rest. One 
of the best records of the year. -Mike 
Faloon (O’Brothers) 

S.S.S.P!: 

Skinheads Still Scare People: T' 

Oi meets hardcore with good results. It’s 
tough and really well played. I’d like to 
hear more. -Ty Stranglehold (Koi!) 

SEMI FOUR: Self-titled: 7" 

If Blotto! was a little less 
instantaneously catchy, they’d be 
pretty close to Semi Four. Japanese 
pop punk that definitely grew on me 
with time. I swear they’re singing 
“Rumspringa” (the time in the 
Amish tradition where young adults 
can experience life outside of their 
community to decide whether to 
spend their life as part of the church 
or as part of mainstream society) at 
one point. Good stuff. -Megan (Anti- 
New Waves) 

SHORTHAND FOR EPIC: 

Self-titled: CDEP 

I’m a sucker for good vocals. I will 
probably follow Billy (formerly 
the frontman of one of the most 
underrated bands of the last five 
years, Mea Culpa) through all of his 
musical journeys because of this. 
While you won’t find much musically 
in common with his former band (the 
snarl and fangs have been traded in for 
a much more upbeat approach), the 
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message (through poetic lyrics that 
have the rare ability to not come off 
as wimpy or trite) is a pretty similar 
outcry of the world going to pot 
around us. Shorthand For Epic takes 
these societal laments, which could 
just as easily work in dirges, and 
makes them danceable and fun. And, 
for me, that’s a necessity because, 
when everything is failing around me, 
dancing, if only for a moment, makes 
it at least bearable. -Megan (www. 
shorthandforepic.com) 

SMOGTOWN: Self-titled: 7" 

It is a very rare thing for a band as 
good as Smogtown to come along. 
It’s also a rare thing for a band that 
is legendary for being volatile to stick 
around, but it seems that the Beach 
City Butchers keep coming back for 
more and I couldn’t be happier. This 
piece of wax I’m holding in my hand 
is proof that these guys can come back 
more times that Jesus, and still keep 
kicking ass from the shore to the clubs. 
John Poddy does a great job on guitar 
on this. Rumor has it that Guitardo is 
back. I hope they keep John, too, and 
go for the twin guitar attack. Tim and 
Chip are still the rhythm section that 
everyone wishes was in their band, 
and, as usual, Chavez is throwing 
down the words that so clearly describe 
the decimation and insanity around 
him. On the A side we have “Ugly 
American Makeover.” It’s a good 
song that I think fits in somewhere in 
between “domesticviolenceland” and 
“All Wiped Out.” The two tracks on 


the flip are my favorites. Both “Kids 
Got Beat Mom” and “White Picket 
Electric Fence” bring out the stoke 
in the same was as the Smog on 45 
single did. Good work, boys. Keep 
‘em coming! -Ty Stranglehold aka 
Smog City Waver #114 (TKO) 

SNAKE TRAP, THE: 

At Home in a Hostile World: CD 

Jammy, instrumental rock with some 
math parts, like if your friend’s band 
practicing in their garage down the 
street decided they wanted to sound 
like Don Caballero, but weren’t quite 
technically proficient enough to pull it 
off. Maybe if they’d spent more time 
practicing and working on making 
their music more interesting instead of 
writing painfully long-ass liner notes, 
meticulously listing every instrument 
and amp they used (right down the 
brand names and model numbers 
of each cymbal), it would’ve held 
my attention longer. -Ben Snakepit 
(Australian Cattle God) 

SNOWBYRD: Self-titled: CD 

Snowbyrd, not to be confused with 
the Byrds, likes to misspell things (I 
guess). Either that, or they like the 
association (the branding) that comes 
with linking their band’s name to that 
of one of rock‘n’roll’s greatest—the 
Byrds (Gene Clark [dead], Michael 
Clarke [dead], Chris Hillman 
[alive], Roger McGuinn [alive], 
David Crosby [fat as fuck]). That’s 
really awesome and a good concept. 
Snowbyrd’s filled with other brilliant 
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ideas, like tacking on a press release 
to their CD detailing the following 
“Marketing Highlights”: “Print ads 
in No Depression , Big Takeover , and 
more”; “Radio Focus: AAA/ College 
broadcast, satellite, and internet...” 
All bullshit aside, here’s a quote 
from Jean Cocteau (dead) I like a 
whole lot: “I am altogether opposed 
to popular entertainment because I 
consider that all good entertainment 
is popular.” What Cocteau was 
getting at is that marketing strategies 
(hype) might last for an ephemeral 
moment, but works of great artistry 
win out. And that’s true. Take Larry 
Hardy from In the Red Records. 
That motherfucker keeps putting 
out brilliant records, and slowly but 
surely his label has risen. It’s like the 
Velvets or something—people will 
catch up; the Velvets are popular now, 
unlike Captain and Tennille. People 
will gravitate towards good art (if it’s 
available). (I think Hardy’s marketing 
budget is about the size of my old 
weekly unemployment checks, and 
he’s getting by all right). Anyway, 
my point is Snowbyrd’s album is 
at odds with itself—employing a 
Rolling Stone magazine-like press 
release to an album a thirteen-year- 
old reader of (insert fanzine’s name 
here) would like (a child of thirteen 
would probably like this record; 
it’s developmentally suitable to a 
teenager—just like the Spin Doctors 
were to me at that age). Snowbyrd’s 
debut is a collage of vastly different 
genres that don’t jibe together—a 


lot like that horrible band the 
Transplants, but not as bad. NOTE 
TO KIDS: If you don’t have them, 
go out and buy the Reigning Sound’s 
Too Much Guitar and the Starvations’ 
Get Well Soon . ADDITIONALLY: If 
you can’t write a song, play bass or 
keyboards or something. Hate your 
parents if they hate you. Love cinema 
and books. Hate rock critics. -Ryan 
Leach (Saustex Media) 

SOMETHINGS WRONG/ TROUBLE 
TROUBLE TROUBLE: Split: 7" 

Somethings Wrong: think of a 
poppier Crimpshine, with dual vocals 
(one, of which, sounding, again, 
like Crimpshine but not as deep, 
and another that I really just can’t 
explain). Trouble Trouble Trouble: 
think a mellower Astrid Oto. Overall, 
this is a cool little slab of wax, 
reminiscent of some of the earliest 
Lookout! releases. I think it’s good 
enough for me to include Asheville 
on my “places I want to see” list. -Joe 
Evans III (Self-released) 

SONIC DOLLS/ APERS, THE: Can't 
Believe I Ever Let You Go: Split 7" 

Holy crap! If I were The Apers, I’d 
stay as far away from the Sonic Dolls 
as possible! It’s like, um, (Alert: 
Green Bay Packers’ metaphor) Don 
Majikowski giving the field to Brett 
Favre! You just can’t beat the power 
of the Sonic Dolls’ guitars! Now, I 
want to clarify briefly. Despite their 
amazing back-up vocals, the Dolls 
are no Brett Favre (an honor reserved 


for the likes of the Replacements, 
Hiisker Dii, et. al). If this were a 
cereal, it’d be Kix (The Apers) and 
Trix (Sonic Dolls). By the way, this is 
pop punk. -Maddy (It’s Alive) 

SORE THUMBS, THE: 5& Dime :7" 

Solid sing-along punk rock in the 
vein of bands like the Bodies, with 
maybe a smidge of the same attitude 
that permeates the Hostage Records 
crowd. “Heartbreaks & Razorblades” 
was especially noteworthy. Limited 
to 250, so grab it while you can. 
-Jimmy Alvarado (Noma Beach) 

SPARK, THE: Nobody's Laughing: LP 

Fast hardcore, indeed. This isn’t 
anything ground breaking, just balls- 
out, ragin’ hardcore, but this band is 
pretty far ahead of the game when it 
comes to their lyrics. This may not be 
the best example, but I really like this 
line, “You kill people who kill people 
to show that killing people is wrong!” 
Bam! You don’t need a thesaurus to 
be taken seriously. This album is 
a perfect example of smart people 
writing in a very basic, understandable 
way. I find that commendable and 
comfortable. Anyways, I guess this 
band has broken up and this was 
their last recording, so nab it before 
it’s tucked away in all your enemies’ 
record collections. -Daryl 
(Mike Fitzgerald) 

SPARKLE MOTION: Self-titled: 7" 

I wasn’t sure what to expect with 
this one. The band name sounds like 


an off-brand, textured condom that 
you’d buy out of a dispenser in the 
restroom of a seedy bar, and the band 
photo on the cover shows a quartet 
dressed up like some late ‘70s rock 
band that sings songs about “working 
for the weekend” while wearing 
really stupid looking headbands. 
And I hate headbands—no offence to 
Mike Ness. So I was ready to unleash 
a heaping helping of hate on their 
sorry Loverboy asses. That is, until 
the needle hit vinyl. Whoa, son, Mike 
Reno this is not. This is energetic and 
catchy-as-hell pop punk with alluring 
female vocals and it sounds nothing 
like some pudgy fratboy in a jumpsuit. 
Thankfully the Richard Simmons 
getups are a farce. Apparently this 7” 
is a sampler of songs from the band’s 
upcoming full length CD. Sounds 
good to me. I look forward to hearing 
more. -Aphid Peewit (Super Secret) 

SPITS, THE: 

2006 European Tour: 12" 45 

Twelve Spits classics recorded live 
at various locales, all featuring the 
band’s archetypical sound: Drums 
reminiscent of a machine gun high 
on cough syrup, accompanied by 
a persistent harangue of corrupted 
but highly linear buzz and fuzz and 
voltage, plus vocals that sound like 
a retarded robot singing bad opera. 
The compressed acoustics of the 
live environment suit the band’s 
sound to a T (whatever exactly that 
means); i would go so far as to say 
that this type of recording is such a 
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good fit that this might actually be the 
quintessential Spits album, if such a 
thing reasonably exists. Fuck you, 
monarchy! BEST SONG: “Nuclear 
Bomb” BEST SONG TITLE: “Spit 
Me Out” FANTASTIC AMAZING 
TRIVIA FACT: This is the only Spits 
album i can think of that isn’t named 
“The Spits.” -Rev. Norb (P. Trash) 

SS-KALIERT: D ski at ion: CD 

This band reminds me of a kid named 
Jason I went to grade school with. 
He was an in-the-flesh mohawk punk 
living in Canadian small town hell. 
Not only did he become legendary 
for getting beat up by a teacher for 
cheering when the space shuttle 
exploded, but he also introduced me 
to The Exploited. SS-Kaliert are a 
lot like a German counterpart for 
The Exploited (or The Casualties, 
according to a younger punk in the 
print shop). Mohawks and bullet belts 
are the order here. It’s not bad by any 
means, but just not that interesting... 
Scratch that, the German factor makes 
it a lot better than a lot of the other 
bands trying to do the same shit. I 
have to stand by my theory that punk 
rock sounds better in German. -Ty 
Stranglehold (Punkcore) 

STEER JOCKEY/ BIG JESUS: Split 7" 

Let’s Pretend is really shaping up to 
be the best little punk label you’ve 
never heard of. Every release I hear 
from them gets consistently awesomer 
and awesomer. Steer Jockey busts 
out some cock-rockey (yet still lo-fi 


enough to be listenable) punk that’s 
a little too heavy on the goofy effects 
pedals and guitar wanking, but still 
pretty enjoyable. Is somebody from 
the Sass Dragons in this band? It sure 
sounds like it. Big Jesus follows up 
with some Zeke/ Dwarves-when- 
they-were-good type fast dudely punk 
that slows down into some Sabbathy 
bong rattling and then speeds back 
up into uptempo snottiness that 
evokes Grimple or Filth. God damn 
Carbondale; keep ‘em comin! -Ben 
Snakepit (Let’s Pretend) 

STIFF DONUT: 

/ Did It All for the Cookie: CD 

This is my first batch of reviews for 
Razorcake and I feel like I’m being 
initiated into the fraternity by being 
hazed with the dregs of the review 
pile. If I’m not mistaken, this band 
used to be called Estrogenocide and 
have now re-surfaced as Stiff Donut. 
If I’m wrong, there are two equally 
incompetent bands on the loose. I’ve 
slandered these fruitless individuals 
so many times I’m running out of 
creative adjectives. Sigh! I guess if El 
Duce rocked a Casio keyboard, you’d 
be on the right train track. Ironically, 
El Duce was run over by a train and, 
much to my dismay, Stiff Donut has 
not endured a similar fate. -Dave 
Disorder (Self-released) 

STINKMIT: The Red Album: CD 

Hip hop can be just as rebellious—if 
not more politically motivated—than 
punk in some instances: Public 
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Enemy preaching revolution, NWA 
telling tales of life in the hood, and 
Tupac not giving a fuck. I’m bringing 
this up because I’m listening to an 
electro/hip hop/ funk band comprised 
of Caucasian Canadians dropping 
rhymes about menstruation cycles 
and rim jobs. Christ sakes, I feel so 
violated mentally by having to endure 
the pain of ingesting this lyrical 
lobotomy. I’m gonna go wash out my 
brain with some Dead Prez. -Dave 
Disorder (Cochon) 

SUBHUMANS (CANADA), THE: 

New Dark Age Parade: CD 

Uh-oh. It’s that double edged feeling 
that you get when one of your favorites 
gets back together. What if you have 
to hate their new stuff? I don’t want 
to have to hate The Subhumans. I 
don’t want them to become a joke and 
make a mockery of their legendary 
status around these parts... I started 
to sweat. I AM SO RELIEVED! This 
disc is absolutely amazing. The band 
has managed to capture the sound and 
urgency they carried in 1979 and bring it 
into a new era where the things that they 
wrote about almost thirty years ago are 
actually happening now. They could say 
“I told ya so,” but they don’t. They just 
keep telling it like it is without pulling 
any punches. Anyone who knows the 
band, knows that they’re about action 
and this is what the record is all about. 
Life sucks, but what are we gonna do 
about it? The majority of the record is 
reminiscent of Incorrect Thoughts-em 
Subhumans, but they do blast out a 


couple of hardcore numbers along the 
lines of No Wishes No Prayers. I can 
honestly say that, just as it was twenty 
years ago, no one can tell me how much 
the world we live in sucks as good as the 
Subhumans. -Ty Stranglehold 
(G7 Welcoming Committee/ 

Alternative Tentacles) 

SWIMS: Ride of the Blueberry Winter IP 

Nominally psychedelic, the Swims owe 
as much to early ‘80s new wave radio 
pop and mid-to-late ‘80s college rock 
as they do the whole Nuggets scene. 
It could be arguably be shown that 
this band occupies some manner of 
nebulous middle ground between the 
dB’s and Redd Kross if one were to use 
a sufficiently curvy protractor. I might 
also care to mention the Raspberries 
and an occasional Moe Tucker vocal 
interlude in this same breath. A rather 
interesting record which i do not have a 
complete handle on at this point in time. 
Surely some day i must own a bowling 
ball that looks like this vinyl! BEST 
SONG: “C’Mon Day” BEST SONG 
TITLE: Either “We Need...Lava” or 
“Be My Lava Valkyrie” FANTASTIC 
AMAZING TRIVIA FACT: I have 
honestly never seen hand-lettering quite 
like this. -Rev. Norb (Prison Jazz) 

THIS MOMENT IN BLACK HISTORY: 
About Last Night b/w 7 th Heaven: 7" 

In my fantasy world where good music 
is actually given its due, This Moment 
In Black History would have recorded 
and released a 7” at Stax (no offence 
to Exit Stencil Records), instead of 
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just standing in front of the place for 
their back photo. Because unlike the 
home of Booker T & the MGs and 
Otis Redding in the ‘60s, great, soulful 
music (not necessarily soul music) is 
much more fractured and underground 
in this newish millennium of ours. On 
the good side, if you do some diggin’, 
golden nuggets like TMIBH slap you 
aside the head and you can catch them 
in the modem version of a ramshackle 
roadhouse (like a warehouse without a 
stage). This particular 7” reminds me 
of the Dirtbombs 7” Kapow released a 
bit back. One side: mustangs trampling 
you and barely contained mayhem 
with an eight-armed drummer leading 
the charge. Much how I imagine Little 
Richard was when he was starting 
out: aliens landing in your backyard 
and handing your ass to you. On the 
B side, just to show you they’re a 
pony with many tricks, it’s a loopy, 
fractured, mellow song that had me 
wondering how it’d sound at 78 rpm, 
if the record was warped (it kinda 
was), or who put Negativland in my 
Black History. I’ll be listening to the 
shit out of the first side and admiring 
their adventurousness on the B side 
from afar. -Todd (Exit Stencil) 

THOMAS FUNCTION!: 

Vanity Lights EP:1" 

I was initially only interested in this 
EP because of the crucified rabbit on 
the front and the line on the back cover 
reading, “recorded in March 2006 at the 
Faggot House,” but this turns out to be 
a spasm of three really fucking amazing 


songs. It is brought to you by garage pop 
rats/ex-members of Alabama Jihad (best 
band name ever?) and Panicbuttons. The 
first song “I Kept You (In a Pill Bottle)” 
seriously sounds like Tom Verlaine 
from Television washing down with 
some noisy Coachwhips and Velvet 
Underground hooks, but then “This Ain’t 
No Hustle” has twists in plenty of its 
own weird Alabama vibe to it. The way 
this is delivered is out-and-out fucking 
miraculous. -Comrade Bree (DNH) 

THOMAS FUNCTION: 

The Insignificants b/w Blue and 
Green , Conspiracy of Praise: T EP 

Postulating here; these folks like 
the following: Velvet Underground, 
Frank Black, The Beatles, XTC, and a 
host of indie bands that I don’t know. 
Think constant-tinkling organ, stroked 
guitar, voice-as-instrument, always- 
striving-for-melody pop. It’s not quite 
slashy enough for me to automatically 
tip towards, nor is it flat-out finger 
snapping to tuck away my punk-loving 
proclivities to listen to (even secretly). 
That said, although it’s not for me, it’s 
not annoying, doesn’t seem precious 
or self-involved, and ain’t something 
I’m going to make fun of. -Todd (Tic 
Tac Totally) 

TILTWHEEiy OFF WITH THEIR HEADS: 
Split 7" 

From a dude who’s got two Tiltwheel 
tattoos and hoping for more—I don’t 
have to pray that Escondido’s favorite 
sons are going to suddenly start slurping 
shit the longer they play music and I’m 


gonna have to get a big ol’ rose for a 
cover-up for shameful indiscretion. 
Nope. Melodies, big landscapes, pretty 
parts: it’s all there in a humble package, 
as big and dripping as Davey’s heart. 
Aces. Off With Their Heads: You 
know that part the Jawbreaker song, 
“Boxcar,” where Blake sings “Killing 
cops and reading Kerouac”? It’s always 
seemed a little disingenuous. Like, 
he was overstepping the sentiments a 
little from the melancholy and trying to 
puff up a little beyond his frame. Make 
Jawbreaker work shitty jobs where the 
deep fat fryer’s burning the hair off 
their forearms and they’re ugly and 
they’ll never have clean fingernails. 
Make ‘em howl because the pain’s 
hammering them every time they walk 
out the front door. That’s what I like 
about OWTH. If they sung songs about 
killing cops, I’d believe ‘em, and that’s 
what makes this a great record on both 
sides. -Todd (Fast Crowd) 

TRAGEDY: Nerve Damage: LP 

Portland’s Tragedy is the way to go 
it you’re looking for hardcore that’s 
simultaneously traditional, eerie, 
classical-leaning, and progressive. 
They’ve got that atmosphere-filling 
sweep of From Ashes Rise, that raspy, 
immediate barb of Seein’ Red, where 
you know they’re not fucking around, 
and, I suspect, that if someone in the 
band wasn’t trained on a classical 
instrument, someone in their families 
was. It’s just too bomb-like precise and 
textured to merely stumble into such 
layered songwriting. Throw a bit of 


Lemmy into the bottom of the smoking 
bomb crater, and you’ve got a band 
that’s definitely in the top five percent 
of hardcore being created right now, 
in league with Fucked Up. That said, 
this LP’s beautiful: gatefold, silver- 
leaf, all DIY, done by the band, and 
it sounds absolutely great. Remember 
when people were all rightfully jacked 
up on Crudos in the ‘90s? Same’s 
happening to Tragedy right now, and 
it couldn’t happen to a more deserving 
band. -Todd (Tragedy) 

TRANZMITORS: Teenage Tragedy 
b/w Invisible Girl: 7" 

Fourth 7” by these Canadians, and 
although this isn’t my favorite, it’s still 
cracklin’. Quick explanation. I like it 
when they sip from the wellspring of 
Wire and Gang Of Four. This, and it’s 
definitely not a fault, but a preference, 
“Teenage Tragedy” sounds really like 
The Exploding Hearts, which, still, 
after this time, is a tough spot to step 
into. “Invisible Girl’”s Elvis Costello/ 
early Jam-friendly, and that’s not bad 
at all either. It’s just that I’ve been 
left sockless after the first three, and 
this one would literally have to point 
a gun at me to raise my hands higher 
in praise for ‘em. I’m sure if all their 
released songs were reshuffled as an 
LP, I wouldn’t have such a strong 
reaction. Short answer: great band, 
not my favorite 7” by ‘em... but it 
wouldn’t hurt for you to pick it up 
because I have a good feeling about 
this band.... -Todd (Deranged) 
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TRIUMPH OF LETHARGY SKINNED 
ALIVE TO DEATH: Dead Rhythm: CD 

Spencer Moody’s (Murder City 
Devils) latest turgid project, recorded 
on 4-track. A sparse, cantankerous 
dirge continuously plows through 
emotional selvage with minimalist 
instrumentation and extraterrestrial 
sound effects. As expected, like 
nothing you’ve heard before, 
borrowing elements of Coil, Tom 
Waits, Joy Division, Lou Reed, and 
similar otherworldly progeny. Sounds 
best when utterly, completely alone. 
-Jessica T (GO Midnight) 

UNDERTAKERS, THEE: 

L.A. Muerte: 7" EP 

Thee Undertakers were/ are one of 
the truly great bands to come out of 
East LA’s punk scene, as anyone who 
was either privy to seeing them back 
in the early ’80s, has heard their CD, 
Crucify Me , or has seen any of their 
steady stream of recent shows can 
attest. While often firmly entrenched 
in the prevailing punk sound popular 
in Southern California at the time, they 
weren’t afraid at all to branch out in 
atypically non-punk directions, a move 
which gave their output a much broader 
scope than the average short-fast-loud 
punters with whom they sometimes 
shared bills. Collected here are four 
heretofore unreleased cuts—two more 
experimental tunes from an ’82 demo 
with bassist Tracy Skull handling vocal 
duties, and two more traditional punk 
rave ups recorded live in 1980 at the 
Hong Kong Cafe—that provide a nice, 


succinct document of the breadth of 
their repertoire. If you’re a fan, this is a 
mandatory addition to the collection. If 
you haven’t yet been initiated, this ain’t 
a bad place to whet the appetite before 
lapping up the CD. I remain in awe of 
these guys. -Jimmy Alvarado (Artifix) 

UNHOLY GRAVE/ARCHAGATHUS: 
Split: 7" 

Unholy Grave: Japan’s grindcore 
maniacs release yet another split. Sounds 
like a live recording or purposefully 
recorded super raw. It’s amazing how 
many bands they have been paired with. 
Archagathus: They hail from Canada 
and cookie monster with the best of 
them. From guttural grunts to screams, 
they blast some mean ass grind. 
This band reminds me of local band 
Progeria meets early Napalm Death. 
-Donofthedead (To Live a Lie) 

UPSHIT CREEK: Self-titled: 7" 

Is this pop folk punk? Is that 
actually something? If it is actually 
something—and I kind of hope it 
isn’t—then this is it. Don’t get me 
wrong, I really like this. Not only is it 
really catchy, but its politics are right 
on the mark with mine. It seems like 
writing political lyrics have become 
a lost art in this day and age, (you 
know, with the amount of stupid 
fucking bands who are trying to say 
something relevant about politics) 
you have to possess a certain finesse 
that allows you to speak to people 
without it seeming like you’re 
speaking at them, but still maintaining 


that edge that says you’re trying to get 
a message across. Upshit Creek pull it 
off; they’ve got their heart in the right 
place, and, of course, it’s total DIY 
no-staple-in-the-booklet-core. This 
7” kinda reminds me of TBIAPB’s 
Black Panther Party 7”. -Daryl (Self- 
released: upshitcreek@riseup.net) 

VACANT CHURCHES: 

As I Fall from Grace: CD 

Twenty to twenty-five years ago, this 
band would have ruled in the Bat 
Cave or any number of goth clubs in 
L.A. I have no idea what they’d rule 
now. If 45 Grave tours again, these 
guys should definitely open. This has 
been my second shortest review ever. 
-Stevo (Vinehell) 

VARIOUS ARTISTS: 

107 Miles of Noise: CD 

Truth be told, I’m fairly burned out on 
the compilation format. Once a noble, 
invaluable format for local talent to make 
a collective statement of existence to the 
greater unwashed masses, the compilation 
has been co-opted and unceremoniously 
run into the ground by innumerable crap 
labels releasing previously released 
tracks by their cookie-cutter talent 
in an attempt to gamer a few more 
converts and a just few more bucks. As 
a result, decent recent regional comps are 
uncommon (at least in my experience), 
really good comps of any ilk are rare 
and ones that reach the status of Yes L.A. 
or Flex Your Head are about as elusive 
as pinning down exactly what it is that 
warrants Paris Hilton’s chronic fame. 


And yet, I still get a little giddy whenever 
I get one for review, partly because I’m a 
fuggin’ masochist and partly because my 
unflagging optimism when it comes to 
punk rock always has me looking for that 
next pocket of incredible, obscure noise 
out there for the listening. While the comp 
currently under discussion, a regional 
comp of bands situated within the 107- 
mile distance between San Luis Obispo 
and Santa Barbara, reaches nowhere 
near the lofty height of the format’s most 
celebrated examples, it does fall solidly 
within the ranks of the decent. Featuring 
some of the area’s “name” bands—Derita 
Sisters, Wimpy Dicks, and Rat Pack (not 
sure if it’s the same Rat Pack on Mystic 
back in the ‘80s)—as well as a bevy 
of lesser-knowns, a number of which 
actually lay down tuneage stronger than 
those with more notoriety. The good/not 
quite as good ratio is about dead even, 
with Public Defecation providing the 
most succinct title, “Emo Kids Fuck Off 
and Die,” and The Last Call offering 
up a nice hardcore ditty called “Out of 
Ideas,” and most of the songs, courtesy 
of Damaged Goods, Johnny Cock and 
the Nuts, Countless Shadows, Weapon 
A, Drunk in Public and others, steer 
clear from the land of suck. This may 
not be the modem equivalent of The 
Future Looks Bright by a long shot, but 
it ain’t all bad, either. -Jimmy Alvarado 
(Records on Tap) 

VARIOUS ARTISTS: 

Killed by Canada: 2 x CD 

A veritable who’s who of modem 
Canadian punk rock, hardcore, and 




















underground metal, this features fifty 
tracks from as many of that country’s 
current crop of malcontents, including 
Fucked Up, Career Suicide, Leather 
Uppers, Riot 99, AK-47, Les Hellcats, 
Fuck The Facts, the creatively named 
Pantychrist, and oodles of others. 
The level of diversity and quality of 
tuneage remains consistently strong 
throughout, a singularly rare feat for 
a compilation these days, and some 
tracks by bands that had previously 
failed to impress elsewhere turn in 
some decent work this time ’round. 
Kudos to the Brutal Knights who 
actually manage a worthy cover 
of the Legionaire’s Disease classic 
“Rather See You Dead.” In short, this 
is totally worth picking up. -Jimmy 
Alvarado (FOBP) 

VARIOUS ARTISTS: 

Shit Like a Champion 3: 

Unfinished Business: CD 

This thing is fuggin’ great. Thirty- 
three tunes of rollicking punk rock 
fury. My faves included burners by 
Electric Frankenstein, the Destrukters, 
and Tourette Stricken Role Models. 
For the most part, this record is 
raining punk, but there are some softer 
(if sodden) moments, and some stuff 
that even borders on emo. And since 
this is a compilation, there is a dud or 
two here and there, but, for the most 
part, this had me howling from start 
to finish and significantly added to my 
shopping lists. -The Lord Kveldulfr 
(Plinko, heyhoplinko.com) 


VARIOUS ARTISTS: 

The Kamikaze Broadcast, Vol. 2: CD 

I love comps. At their worst, they 
provide that kind of non-linear 
background noise needed to get some 
work done. At their best, they flow 
seamlessly and serve as an introduction 
to rad new bands. I don’t know if No 
Front Teeth has just caught me in a 
particularly good mood, but I dug 
the shit out of this thing, for the most 
part. Never falling far from the “snot- 
nosed and cynical” ‘77 punk tree, the 
majority of the thirty bands on here 
are laying down some fine, fine dirt. 
There are a few clunkers that are just 
a little too dumb or plodding for me 
to get wrapped up in, but, generally, 
we’re talking about a gorgeous and 
long-running thread of venomous, 
catchy, and melodic punk songs. 
Standouts include The Resistors, 
Angel City Outcasts, Rejected Youth, 
and Shock Nagasaki. No way I’m 
gonna run through all thirty bands, but 
if you’re into bands on the No Front 
Teeth, Full Breach Kicks, and I Used 
To Fuck People Like You In Prison 
rosters, you’ll dig it. -Keith Rosson 
(No Front Teeth) 

VARIOUS ARTISTS: 

We'll Inherit the Earth...A Tribute to 
the Replacements: CD 

Considering this is the third ‘Mats 
tribute I now own, I think I may 
pontificate with some authority on 
this release. This is without a doubt 
the thrashiest of the three. This makes 
sense, considering the punk pedigree 


of some of the groups involved. The 
Ergs and Drunken Boat hoist the 
spirit of the early ‘Mats well. The 
Tim Version does the most obscure 
cover; I think “Nowhere Is My Home” 
only officially appeared on vinyl. The 
coolest reworking of the Westerberg 
songbook occurs with J. Page’s “Left 
of the Dial.” Page skillfully welds this 
to The Cure’s “Pictures of You.” Sweet. 
Pick it up now and you get a free bonus 
CD-R with some underground bands 
and some illegal ‘Mats samples. -Sean 
Koepenick (1-2-3-4 Go!) 

VARUKERS: One Struggle One Fight: 
CD, Still Bollox but Still Here: CD 

At this point, the list of so-called 
“Discore” groups is a long one up to 
its eyeballs in unremarkable bands 
that are nothing more than piss-poor 
clones or cover bands. A very small 
handful, however, have managed to 
take the template set forth by Discharge 
and up the ante, as it were. One such 
exception is the Varukers. Arguably 
the first band to demonstrate an overt 
Discharge influence, no doubt in part 
because the two shared members at 
different points, and make frequent use 
of the same subject matter and haiku- 
style lyrics, they also had the sense 
to throw in some other elements, like 
speeding the fugg outta the tempos 
and slipping a wee bit o’ harmony in 
the midst of all the bellowing. By the 
time their second album, One Struggle 
One Fight , came out, they pretty much 
had a lock on their niche and the album 
is a classic of punk’s anarcho-punk 


subgenre. Released around the same 
time as Discharge began their slide 
into speed metal, then glam rock, the 
tunes here are fast and trimmed of any 
excess fat, with lyrics covering all the 
pertinent political topics of the day, 
from nuclear war to animal rights to 
a South Africa still in the throes of its 
lovely apartheid system. Added to this 
reissue is the Massacred Millions 12” 
and some truly devastatin’ tracks from 
some long out-of-print compilation. 
By the time Still Bollox but Still Here 
hit the streets, the band had broken up 
and reformed and decided they needed 
a release to let the world know they 
were still firmly rooted in the punk 
camp. The decision to re-record fifteen 
of their “classics” was partly because 
they wanted to provide their fans 
access to versions of the songs without 
having to pay ridiculous “collectors” 
prices to hear ’em and to demonstrate 
where they were at musically since 
it had been some time since they had 
been raising a ruckus. The result is a 
tight, cohesive release with some of 
their best work—unlike, say, Suicidal 
Tendencies’ ill-advised attempt at 
revisiting Welcome to Venice —actually 
improved upon with these recordings. 
Tunes like “Protest and Survive” and 
“Seek Shelter in Hell” are fuggin’ white 
hot here, and the included tracks from 
the Nothing’s Changed EP show that 
current crop of music the new lineup 
was churning out was right along the 
same lines. The results were/are two 
solid releases worthy of any punk’s 
collection, and the fact that they are 
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still out and about, outliving both their 
primary influence and most of then- 
peers by more than a couple decades, 
sets earns ’em many Brownie points. 
-Jimmy Alvarado (Captain Oi) 

VATICANS, THE: Digital World:!" 

Okay, totally ignoring the fact that 
Shane and I have been both friends and 
occasional co-conspirators for nigh on 
twenty-seven years (man, time sure flies 
when you’re annoying others), “Digital 
World” is easily the best fucking song 
he’s written to date. Yup, you heard me 
correct, kid; miles above “The Secret 
of Maiy Astor,” catchier than “If I Were 
Hitler,” and, quite possibly, even more 
anthemic than “Utopian Supermarket.” 
Not only is he back on bass after a 
nearly two-decade hiatus, age has 
apparently allowed him the freedom to 
plumb some of the quirky wave-pop he 
secretly adored back in the ‘80s when 
we were both intentionally bald and 
worshipping at the altar of Black Flag. 
The results are a tune so good it would 
be a hit if only someone at one of these 
so-called “alternative” radio stations 
had the balls to throw it into heavy 
rotation. Of course, the song would be 
nothing if the entire band itself weren’t 
top-notch. Vocalist Mandy Taylor is in 
fine voice, guitarist Danyka Kosturak’s 
no-frills style is pitch perfect, and 
drummer Titch Turner provides a solid 
backbeat. Of course, the ‘60s-steeped 
raver on the B-side don’t exactly suck, 
either, but I’m unable to get the former 
out of my head. I’m honestly impressed. 
-Jimmy Alvarado (Pure Filth) 


VICIOUS, THE: Alienated: LP 

Desperation, boredom, mental 
instability, and feeling completely 
out of place has rarely sounded this 
good. Soaked in reverb, but sharp and 
as in focus as razor wire that seems 
to be hovering over their heads at all 
times. Alienated sounds like battle call 
for misfits. You can snap your fingers 
along, but as soon as your ears lock 
into the lyrics, it’s a dark, dark place. 
Like a lot that’s coming out of Umea, 
Sweden nowadays, via the NyVag 
encampment of bands, they seem to 
continue to up the ante with their older 
or currently running bands—DS 13, 
Regulations, (International) Noise 
Conspiracy—simultaneously finding 
more and more melody and hidden 
structure from overlooked gems of’77 
while being able to tap into an anxious, 
emerging modem vein of punk rock. 
The Vicious nail an important paradox: 
we can have a shared experience from 
all being rejects. We may be almost all 
alone and fucked up in this world, but 
bands like these—that your neighbors 
will probably never hear of—may just 
be making the best music out there, 
even if it often times feels like it’s in a 
vacuum, or a world away. AlienatecTs 
a great record. -Todd (Feral Ward) 

VICIOUS, THE: Alienated: LP 

The latest musical care package 
from Umea, Sweden has arrived! 
Everybody in the village gathers 
around the package, eagerly pawing at 
it in ineffectual attempts to consume 
its contents. All they can think about 


is how happy previous care packages 
have made them. This village has been 
disappointed before, but they still trust 
the people of Umea because of all the 
cultural riches the people of Umed 
have shared in the past. Finally, the 
crowd settles down from the initial 
excitement and someone puts the 
needle down onto the record. “Punk!” 
someone yells. “Punk rock!” another 
chimes in. “Late ‘70s punk rock!” the 
whole crowd cheers uncontrollably, 
for it is true. Later, after the village 
has fully absorbed the package, they 
are not surprised when they discover 
the ones who created this package 
have helped create care packages of 
yesteryear, such as the Regulations, 
International Noise Conspiracy, and 
DS-13. The people of the village slept 
well that night; the people of Umed 
have once again lent a helping hand. 
-Daryl (Feral Ward) 


WORLD MASS HOMICIDE: 

Sing-a Long Songs: CD 

I thought I had “graduated,” so to 
speak, in Razorcakeville. Meaning, 
I thought I was not going to have to 
subject my ears to anymore mystery 
meat. Guess not. -Sean Koepenick 
(Roadhouse Tunes!) 

YOUNG PEOPLE WITH FACES: 
Self-titled: LP 

It’s so great to hear this on vinyl! I have 
played the CD to death and love this 
band. Totally amazing ‘70s style punk 
rock from this incredible band from 
Idaho. Truly one of the best punk bands 
on the planet If you are a fan of the Bags, 
Avengers, or Dangerhouse Records, this 
is your ticket. I have not been this excited 
about a punk band for a long time. Great 
songs, great playing, and great attitude. 
Highest possible recommendation. 
-Mike Frame (Rapid Pulse) 


WILLOWZ, THE: Chautaqua: CD 

I like the Willowz. They defy 
categorization, drawing on a wide 
palette of influences, from metal to 
country/ folk and from post-punk to 
grunge. Richie Follin’s vocals do tend 
a bit toward whining, but he’s always 
expressive and never boring. And the 
addition of a new drummer and guitar 
player seems to have toughened up then- 
sound compared to previous releases. 
And the songwriting is much stronger, 
as well, particularly the outstanding, 
almost Dylanesque “Nobody.” An 
early contender for record of the year. 
-Brian Mosher (Dim Mak) 


ZATOPEKS: Smile or Move:!" EP 

This rocks! Male vocals with cool girl 
back-up vocals! Power pop punk (yes, I 
can create a new term!) with occasional, 
slight hints of a throwback to Beach 
Boys-esque harmonies! And they’re 
from London! And #2, since boys can 
comment on how hot Roach (Groovie 
Ghoulies) is (and she is!), then I get to 
say, “These boys are cute!” If this were 
a cereal, it’d be Apple Jacks, sugary, 
but not over-the-top. Yum! -Maddy 
(It’s Alive) 


We have a fully searchable 
database of reviews up on 
www.razorcake.org. 



Hew Music From: 


RMno 39: A Dlflnrtive Collection From 
L.A. Punk Pioneers. Deluxe 2CO Set. 

Includes a 16 page Booklet with Rare 
Photos, Flyers, liner Notes and Enhanced 
Video. Rare and Unreleased Tracks. 


I Th» Bad Samaritans 

"Re-gur-gt-tele" 

n Tracks of Blistering Hardcore Punk. 
Their 3rd record on the Streets 3/20 
Featuring members of Jugheads Revenge 
US Tour on the way., 

The Bad Samaritans 1 st two records: 
“Ouch"and *Dead From Dying" 

Available soon at your favorite recofd 
stores and Mp3 Sites. 


HEILBILLYS 
“Torture Carden" 

Featuring members of: 

Demented Are Go. Former members 
of PLAN 9, Tombstones, HEXX and 
Christ On Parade. 

Original Art and Recordings. 

{Ransom Note tags) 


The Spita S/T 

Their let and BEST Record 

with Unreleascsd Tracks. 

Limited Collectors Edition 
500 Copies . Pink Vinyl. 

Also Available on CD. 


Distributed By: Sounds of California. 
Revolver. Cargo US, Carrot Top, 

Hep Cat, Collectors Choice, 
interpunk and Scratch (Canada). 

Alt these titles 
Available at your 
Favorite Record Stores, 
Mp3 Sites end 
Online Stores.. 


VW W*VW«**0A«M* 

wwww.nickelanddimerecords.com 

www.myspace.com/njckelanddlmerecords 


>ISTEO by. 


vvv.SedETeUsa.cai 


BORN LIARS 


Exit Smiling Cl) 

Ex-Gun Crazy from 
Houston, playing 
louder and better than 
ever!!! Think Chuck 
Berry meets Saints! 
This debut CD from 
the Born liars is 
gonna get the garage 
a rockin! 

$10.00 PPD USA 

The CRUMPS Invent Rock n Roll Cl) j 

One of the most 
influencial punk 
bands from Austin! 
First time ever on 
CD! Includes the 
Mortville IP, both 
singles, a comp track 
and never before 
seen video footage!!! 

$10.00 PPD USA 


EXIT SMILING 




Check out ifiese and other releases at: 

www.MortvilleRecoms.com 

Listen te sample tracks at: 
www.Mysgace.c0m/MertvilieRecsrds 



MADE OF WATER, MODERN MACHINES RED 
PEPPERS, CHINESE TELEPHONES, SALT, 
SCREECHING WEASEL, VINEGAR, TED LEO, 
SPICES, DR. FRANK (Mr. T Experience), GARLIC, 
SCAM MAGAZINE, ACETIC ACID, GREENZINE, 
XANTHAN GUM, THIS IS MV FIST, STUFF FROM 
MYRIAD BANDS FANZINES AND OTHER MITE 
ROGUES AS A PRESERVATIVE. (INCLUDING, BUT 
NOT LIMITED TO T-SHIRTS, CDs & VINYL FOR 
THE AFOREMENTIONED INGREDIENTS) 
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CONTACT AD DR ESSE 

to bands and labels that were reviewed either in this issue 
or posted on www.razorcake.org recently. 


• 1-2-3-4 Go!, 2928 Telegraph Ave. #3, 
Oakland, CA 94609 

• 25^ Hour, PO Box 4234, Chattanooga, 
TN 37405 

• Acme, PO Box 441, Dracut, MA 01826 

• ADD, PO Box 8240, Tampa, FL 33674 

• Alaska, 179 Covered Bridge Dr., 

Smyrna, GA 30082 

• Anti-New Waves, 2-33-1-61 Hananoki- 
Cho Minami-Ku, Yokohama-City 
#2320018,Japan 

• Art of the Underground, PO Box 250, • 
Buffalo, NY 14205 

• Artifix, PO Box 641, 

Moreno Valley, CA 92556-0641 

• Asian Man, PO Box 35585, 

Monte Sereno, CA 95030 

• Australian Cattle God, 1306 E. 6 th St, .' 
Austin, TX 78702 

• Basement, PO Box 511, 

La Habra, CA 90633-05 11 

• Beer City, PO Box 26035, 

Milwaukee, WI53226-0035 

• Big Brown Shark, 300 N. Brighton, 
Kansas City, MO 64123 

• Big Raccoon, 25 Juanita Ave., 

Mill Valley, CA 94941 

• Bird Flu/Get Dead, 110 Burney St., 
Athens, GA 30607 

• Bitchin’ Riffage, 416 Clay St., 

Henderson, KY 42420 

• Boom Chick, 6405 Morrill Ave., 
Havelock, NE 68507 

• Braindart, 1159 Midpine Ave., 

San Jose, CA 95122 

• Brat Pack, Van Welderenstraat 104a, 

6511 MS Nijmegen, The Netherlands 

• Buddyhead, PO Box 1268, 

Hollywood, CA 90078 

• GNJ*, PO Box 14555, Richmond, VA23221 .' 

• Captain Oi, c/o PO Box 501, 

High Wycombe, Bucks, HP 10 8QA 

• Chainsaw Safety, PO Box 260138, 
Bellerose, NY 11426 

• Cheapskate, 297 Stoodley PL, 
Schenectady, NY 12303 

• Cochon, 1036A Cole St., SF, CA 94117 

• Creative Capitalism, 1119 N. Calvert 
St., Baltimore, MD 21202 

• Criminal I.Q., 3501 N Southport, 

Chicago, IL 60657 

• CultJam, PO Box 19 Gloucester, 

United Kingdom GL3 4YA 

• Dead and Gone, 17 Driver St., 

Sheffield, SI3 9WP, United Kingdom 

• Dead Beat, PO Box 361392, Cleveland, '/ 
OH 44136 

• Dead Ideas, PO Box 851, Austin, IX 78767 

• Deranged, 1166 Chaster Rd., 

Gibsons, BC, VON 1V4, Canada 

• Devil Doll, PO Box 30727, 

Long Beach, CA 90853 

• Dim Mak, PO Box 348, 

Hollywood, CA 90078 

• Dischord, 3819 Beecher St. NW, 
Washington, DC 20007 

• Disco Assault, c/o Ritalin Kid, 

1279 Bruce Ave., Windsor, 

ONN8X 1X2, Canada 

•DNH, 303 D Jordan Ln., Huntsville, AL 35805 

• Dogfingers, PO Box 2433, 

San Antonio, TX 78298 

• Don Giovanni, PO Box 166, 

Somerville, NJ 08876 

• Donkulus Digital, PO Box 712, 

Raynham Center, MA 02768 

• Dr. Strange, PO Box 1058, 

Alta Loma,CA 91701 

• Drag City, 2000 West Carroll Ave. 

#201, Chicago, IL 60612 


/ / • Dry Rot, 2552 N. Booth St, 

/ • Milwaukee, WI 53212 
.' • Eighteen Percent Gray, 351 West 

/ / Pierpont Ave, Salt Lake City, UT 84101 
; • '. • Elysium, 7309 Huntley Ave., Tampa, FL 33604 
/ / • Epitaph, 2798 Sunset Blvd, LA, CA 90026 

• Eradicator, PO Box 191, Bloomington, 

• IN47402-0191 

■‘ • Eschatone, PO Box 457, 

Cooper Station, NY, NY 10276 

• Everything Falls Apart c/o Pat Shanahan, 
•'/ 95 Baxter St, Buffalo, NY 14207 

Eviction Party, 6265 North St, Halifax, 
NS, B3L 1P4, Canada 

/.• • Evfl Clown, PO Box 9144, Seattle WA 98109 
. • Exit Stencil, 6205 Detroit Ave, 

.'/ Cleveland, OH 44102 
• • Fast Crowd, 2721 Wightman St, 

/ San Diego, CA 92104 
.'/ * Fat, PO Box 193690, SF, CA94119 

• FDH, www.fdhmusic.com 

■'/ • Fettkakau, PO Box 12, A-1232 Wen, Austria 

• • Fistolo, PO Box 2836, 

/ • Upper Darby, PA 19082 

; • • Fivecore, 2111 S. Trenton Way 
// Ste. #105, Denver, CO 80231 
. • Floatation, PO Box 
13282, Everett, WA 98206 
■' * FOBP, 64 John St, Kingston, 

ONK7K 1S9, Canada 

. • Forever Escaping Boredom, 416 45 th / 
•' / St. CT W, Palmetto, FL 34221 

• G7 Welcoming Committee, 

•': PO Box 27006, C-360 Main, 

.'/ Winnipeg MB, R3C 4T3, Canada 
; • Glue Rot, PO Box 1857, El Cenito, CA94530 ’ 

. / • Go Kart, PO Box 20, Prince St. 

; Station, NY, NY 10012 
. • GO Midnight, PO Box 20544, 

.' ■ Seattle, WA 98102 
; • GSL, PO Box 65091, LA, CA 90065 

• Greedy, PO Box 170481, SF, CA 94117 ■' 

• Hair Ball 8, PO Box 26500 # 111 , 

• San Diego, C A 92196 

• Haunted Town, 1658 

•. N. Milwaukee Ave. #169, 

•' Chicago, IL 60647 

• Havoc, PO Box 8585, MPLS, MN 55408 / 

. • Headache, PO Box 204, 

Midland Park, NJ 07432 
.' • Heart Break Beat, 50 W. 29 th St. 

Apt 10E, NY, NY 10001 
. • Hewhocorrupts, Inc, PO Box 4450, 

'. Chicago, IL 60680 
/ • Hockey Dad, 4150 Brant St., 

/ Vancouver BC, V5N 5B4 Canada 

• Household Name, PO Box 12286, 

; London, SW9 6FE, UK 

• Idiot Box Industries, 374 South 5th St. 
#15, Brooklyn, NY 11211 

• Idol, PO Box 720043, Dallas, TX 75372 •' •' 

• • In the Red, PO Box 50777, LA, CA 90050 

• Incas, 28 Culvert City Rd., 

•' New Milford, CT 06776 

• Inimical, PO Box 2803, Seattle, WA 981 11 •'/ 

• Insubordination, PO Box 2846, 

•' Columbia, MD 21045 

. • It’s Alive, 11411 Hewes St., 

Orange, CA 92869 

• Jade Tree, 2310 Kennwynn Rd., 

. Wilmington, DE 19810 

• Johnnycat, PO Box 82428, 

. Portland, OR 97282 

• Jolts, The, PO Box 78046, 

• Vancouver, BC V5N 5W1 Canada 

• Joyful Noise, PO Box 20109, 

Indianapolis, IN 46220 

• • Kangaroo, Middenweg 13, 1098 AA 
Amsterdam, Holland 

• KiD Normal, PO Box 17, Durham, CT 06422 


Penguin, www.kingpenguinrec.com 
.. • Kiss of Death, PO Box 75550 
/.* Tampa, FL 33675 

/•'.' • Know, PO Box 90579, Long Beach, CA90809 

• # Koi!, 18600 S. Parkview 

.' / #1836, Houston, TX, 77084 
/ * Lance Rock, 370 Bruce Ave., Nanaimo, 
BC Canada, V0R 3 Y1 

• • Learning Curve, 2200 4th St. NE, 

■V MPLS, MN 55418 

.'/ • Left Off The Dial, PO Box 3941, 

• Oakland, CA 94609 

.'/ • Let’s Pretend, PO Box 2993, 

• Carbondale, IL 62902 

• * Lilith Velkor, 3962 V 2 Mississippi St., 
// San Diego, CA 92104 

. • Livewire, 3050 Royal Blvd. S., Ste. 

• #110, Alpharetta, GA30022, 

■ • Logclam, 31 Oliver St. #1B, 

■V NY, NY 10038 

• Longshot, PMB #72, 302 Bedford Ave., 
•V Brooklyn, NY 11211 

/ • Lost Boys, 3075 W. Ledyard Way, 

. Aptos, CA 95003 
. • Lude Boys, 6100 Edinger 
/ Ave. #822, Huntington 
7. Beach, CA 92647 

•7 * Lujo, 3209 Jennie Dr., Morgan City, LA70380 
.' • Mad at the World, PO Box 230367 
■; NY, NY 10023 

• Mad Butcher, Kurze 
; Geismarstr.6 D-37073 

• Gottingen, Germany 

. • Malt Soda, PO Box 617127, 

/. Orlando, FL 32861 

• • Mike Fitzgerald, 652 Evelyn Ave., 

. East Meadow, NY 1154-5427 

' • MOTM, 132 N. l St -St. #5, 

Brooklyn, NY 11211 

• . • Necro-Tone, PO Box 2517, 

Acton, MA 01720 
•V • Nervous, PO Box 13316, 

.'. Gainesville, FL 32604 
7 • No Front Teeth, PO Box 27070, 

V London N2 9ZP, UK 

• No Idea, PO Box 14636, Gainesville, FL 32604 
/ • No List, PO Box 2 RPO Corydon, 

V Winnipeg, MB Canada R3M 3S3 
/ • Noma Beach, PO Box 735, 

/ Sonoma, CA 95476 

• • OBZ, 11777 Brazos Way, Lindale, TX 75771 

• • P. Trash, c/o Peter Eichhom, 
Dombuschweg 10, 33649 
Bielefeld, Germany 

• Pecan Crazy, PO Box 434, 

• San Marcos, TX 78667 

• Peter Walkee, PO Box 14794, 

•' Albany, NY 12212 

• Phillip Knowles, 240 Spring Hill Dr., 
#210, Roselle, IL 60172-2470 

.' • Piermont, PO Box 91, 

. Allendale, NJ 07401 

• Pirate’s Press, 819 80 th 
.' Ave., SF,CA, 94121 

. • PizzaSaurus, 4312 Bell, 

‘ Kansas City, MO 64111 
/ • Plan-It-X South, 720 Pickens Ave., 
Pensacola, FL 32503 

• Poison Estate, 708 

• N.Lawe St., Appleton, WI 
' 54911 

• Prison Jazz, 431 Birch St., 

Scranton, PA 18505 

• Punkcore, PO Box 916, 

Middle Island, N.Y., 119^3 

• Pure Filth, c/o Danyka Kosturak, 

PO Box 15042, SFCa 94115 

• Quiver Society, 6610 S.E. 66 th Ave., 
Portland, OR 97206 

• Rally Point, 370 Ruth St, Athens, GA 30601 


/ • Rally, PO Box 447, Mars, PA 16046 
7 • Rapid Pulse, PO Box 5075, 

: / Milford, CT 06460 

.' • Records on Tap, PO Box 2533, 

/ ‘Lompoc, CA 93436 
/ / .• Relapse, PO Box 2060, Upper Darby, PA 19082 

• Repulsion, 2552 N. Booth St., 

■ .'Milwaukee, WI 53212 

• .* Roadhouse Tunes!, 9102 Edwards Dr., 

• /.'St. Louis, MO 63132 

Robotic Empire, PO Box 4211, 

• .' Richmond, VA 23220 

■ // • Rock On, 17 08580 St,Quirze 
.'. De Besorta, Barcelona, Spain 
/.' • Rowdy Farrago, c/o Flat 4,101, Park Rd., 
.' . Peterborough, Cambs PEI 2TR 
/. * Sabot, PO Box 28, Gainesville, FL 32602 
•7 • Sailor’s Grave, PO Box 6786, 

•'/ Toledo, OH43612 

■7 • Salinas, PO Box 20996, Femdale, MI 48220 
7 / • Saustex, PO Box 692356, 

.'/ San Antonio, TX 78269-1356 

• Screaming Females, 57 Ray St. Apt. B, 

• /New Brunswick, NJ 08901 

/ ■ • Sickroom, PO Box 47830, 

• / Chicago, IL 60647 

/•SkfeOne Dummy, POBox2350LA, CA90078 
/ / .* Sir Punkly, 1675 Hunters Run Dr., 
Ottawa, ON K1C 6Z6, Canada 

• .'• Six Weeks, 225 Lincoln Ave., 

//.Cotati, CA 94931 

. • Social Treason, PO Box 12262, 

/ ■' /Huntsville, AL 35815-2262 
.' • Spicy Soup, 191 Brairwood Dr., 

•' / Manchester, CT 06040 
' /. • Split 7 Media, 12405 Venice Blvd. 

'. #265, LA, CA 90066 
/ /• Steel Cage, PO Box 29247, 

.' /Philadelphia, PA 19125 

• Step-1 Music, PO Box 21, 

' / • Tenterden, Kent, TN30 7ZZ, UK 
/ / • Stiff Donut, 36 Central Park Rd., 

/ • Plainview, NY 11803 
•• Storm Tower, PO Box 15791, 

// Philadelphia, PA 19103 

• / • Sub Pop, PO Box 20367, Seattle, WA 98102 

• Super Secret, PO Box 1585 
// Austin, TX 78767 

. • Teenage Heart, PO Box 302645, 

■ ■'.Boston, MA 02130 
/ / • The ATMA, PO Box 3446, 

•' .'Van Nuys, CA 91401 

• Third Party, 21 Nancy Lane, 

•‘/Amherst, NY 14228 

7 /• Tic Tac Totally, PO Box 558383, 

7 Chicago, IL 60655-8383 
.'/• TKO, 8941 Atlanta Ave. #505, 

/ Huntington Beach, CA 92646 
/ • To Live a Lie, 1306 Flint PI., 

.'. Raleigh, NC 27605 
. • Tuesday’s Music, 214 Carr Rd., 

' • Walthamstow, London, El7 5EWEngland 
/ • Vending Machine, PO Box 4746, 

• Inglewood, CA 90309-4746 

/• Vinehell, POBox36131, San Jose, CA95158 

• VIP, PO Box 5824, Atlanta, GA 31107 

• Volcom, 1740 Monrovia Ave., 

•’ ‘Costa Mesa, CA 92627 

• Wall Ride, 4401 Ethyl Ave., 

.'Hampstead, MD 21074 

/• Wanda, Rosa-Luxemburg-Str. 23 , 

•' .06618 Naum burg, Germany 
7 • Westworld, PO Box 2091, 

.'/Tucson, AZ 85702 
/ • Whoa Oh, 21 -36 43 rd St. 3 rd FI., 

.'Astoria, NY 11105 
.'/• Wondertaker, PO Box 470153, 

. SF,CA 94147-0153 

X!, 802 Blaine, Detroit, MI 48202 
' • Zoviet, PO Box 600442, Dallas, TX 75360 . 
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“It takes me back 
to the heyday of 
fanzines and I 
wasn’t even 
alive then.” 


Send all zines for review to: 
Razorcake, 

PO Box 42129, LA, CA. 

Please include a postal 
address (that’s how we trade), 
the number of pages, the price, 
and whether or not you accept trades. 


BARRACUDA #27, $3.50, 8 
V£” x 12”, glossy cover, 48 pgs. 
“Pretty girls don’t put that much 
makeup on...ugly girls need all 
the help they can get!” And how! 

It makes me wonder about the pin¬ 
up girls who appear in the pages 
of Barracuda , all powdered, 
blushed, and glossed. Are they 
true bathing suit beauties, or a 
bevy of butterfaced bimbos? It 
probably doesn’t matter, since 
they’re used more like hood 
ornamentation for the real stars 
of the publication: the cars. 
Barracuda is a magazine focused 
on the finer points of hot rods and 
pin-up girls. Issue #27 reads like 
a Hawaiian holiday brochure for 
gearheads and history buffs, and 
contains some great factoids 
(Didja know that Hawaii is the 
most geographically isolated 
place on earth?) and even better 
suggestions of places to visit 
on Oahu that are off the beaten 
path. The Hawaiian Police 
Department’s Law Enforcement 
museum, Gecko’s South Sea 
Arts, and Bailey’s Antiques 
and Aloha Shirts are a few of 
the out-of-the-way attractions 
Jeff suggests visiting, along 
with more well-known tourist 
stops: Iolani Palace, the Jack 
Lord memorial at the Kahala 
Mall, and other things Hawaii 
Five-0 . The interviews with 
local business owners standout 
as highlights, especially the 
one with Tanaka, the owner of 
Street Freek T-shirt printing 
company, to whom the quote 
above is attributed. Barracuda 
held my interest despite my 
indifference towards hot rods 
and pinup mags, a testament 
to Jeff’s writing and knack for 
conducting an interview. -Josh 
Benke (Barracuda Magazine, 
PO Box 291873, LA, CA 90029, 
mail@barracudamagazine.com) 


BIG HANDS #3, 

$1, 5W* x 8V6”, copied, 28 pgs. 
Man, the Burn Collector 
comparison just gets more and 
more loveably glaring, you 
know? This time around, Aaron 
tackles the comic format, and the 
while the style is a little rougher 
than A1 Burian’s, there’s oodles of 
that same world-weary cynicism 
and hyper self-awareness present 
within. It’s a quick read, but 
flipping through someone else’s 
less-than-stellar job history at 
a donut shop, especially when 
the comics look like they were 
drawn with a Sharpie and are 
actually pretty funny, is never a 
bad thing. -Keith Rosson (Aaron 
Asshat, 1104 Imperial Rd., Cary, 
NC 27511) 

BIG HANDS #4, 

$1, 5V 2 ” x 8V 2 ”, copied, 32 pgs. 
Okay, scratch all previous 
reviews concerning Big Hands: 
I’m convinced this “Aaron” guy 
actually is A1 Burian writing 
under a pseudonym. Perhaps the 
pressures of fame (ala Elvis?) 
just got to be too much for him 
and he decided to get back to his 
roots: meaning a simply laid- 
out fanzine full of wry, acerbic, 
self loathing and pretty much 
non-stop hilarious accounts 
of his personal life. I mean the 
layout of this thing (down to 
the clip art at the beginning of 
each entry, said entry starting 
at the middle third of the page, 
etc.) is a dead ringer for Burn 
Collector, as is the writing. I 
might suggest to “Aaron” that he 
consider working on finding his 
own voice and less-tilled subject 
matter (extensive Greyhound 
trips, like the one tackled in this 
issue, as well as last issue’s work- 
history-as-comic— although 

hilarious—have already been 
penned by Burian, man), but 
since this guy might as well be 


Al Burian, I’ll just keep that to 
myself. Strikingly familiar but 
still so good. -Keith Rosson 
(Aaron Asshat, 1104 Imperial 
Rd., Cary, NC 27511) 

CRUMMY STUFF #1, $1 or 
trade, 4” x 5”, copied, 16pgs. 

This is a short, quarter-sized zine 
that is literally a diary of what the 
author did for about the course of 
two weeks. However, instead of 
being written out, it’s all comics 
where one page equals one day. 
Most of this is as mundane as 
it might seem: trips to work, 
drinking beer, hanging out with 
friends and family, etc. The 
thing that made it interesting for 
me is that 1.) The author is from 
Cincinnati and I really like that 
city and thus found it interesting 
to see someone else’s experience 
there and 2.) Every day was fairly 
short and concise. Nothing really 
dragged out. And maybe I’m 
just lazy, but reading something 
as a comic always seems to be 
more interesting than reading it 
as text only (and this is coming 
from someone who doesn’t 
even consider themselves a 
comic book fan). My primary 
complaint, however, is that 
the size of the zine should’ve 
been bigger; probably half-size 
would’ve sufficed. Some of the 
drawings and text were too small. 
But other than that, I kind of dug 
this more than I thought I would 
and I’d encourage the author to 
keep up the good work. -Kurt 
Morris (2883 Harrison Ave. Apt. 
2A, Cincinnati, OH 45211) 

DELPHINE #1, 

$7.95, 8 VS” x 11 VS”, 30 pgs. 
This is a pretty detailed graphic 
novel. First thought: The artwork 
is really great, and while I’m not 
entirely positive as to what’s 
going on, it’s okay because 
it only makes you that much 


more eager to keep reading and 
figure it out (also, it feels like 
I can’t really explain anything 
that happens, out of fear that 
the littlest detail will be a major 
spoiler). There happened to be a 
catalog included inside, which 
mentions “this twisted retelling 
of Snow White from Prince 
Charming’s perspective includes 
all of the elements of terror with 
none of the saccharine coating,” 
which helped clear things up a 
tad. I thought this was really cool. 
-Joe Evans III (Fantagraphics 
Books, 7563 Lake City Way NE, 
Seattle, WA 98115) 

DROPOUT SKATE ZINE 

#2, couple stamps or trade, 

5V 2 ” x 8V6”, copied, 36 pgs. 
Skate-centric zine from Portland. 
We’re talking an interview with 
the Spits, how to build a kidney 
bowl, what appears to be zombie 
fiction, some reviews, a lengthy 
diatribe on why Vicious Circle 
by the Zero Boys rules, and of 
course, tons of skate photos. 
The photos are really nice, the 
layout’s crisp and graphically 
inventive, and while it’s a 
quick read, it’s also a solid one. 
Definitely recommended for the 
four-wheeled among us. -Keith 
Rosson (Dropout, PO Box 
86685, Portland, OR 97286) 

DUDES MAGAZINE #8, $5, 
8V4” x 11”, printed, 71 pgs. 
Reading Dudes Magazine is a 
lot like hanging out with that 
uncle who still makes you pull 
his finger even though you may 
be pushing thirty or forty. He’s 
gotten to the age where you’re 
pretty sure he’s shitting himself 
but farts still make you laugh 
every bit as much as they did 
when you were five. Both funny 
and informative, this issue of 
Dudes reminds us that it is, in 
fact, not the tits that make the 









women: an important lesson 
for us all. The interviews with 
bands like the Toasters, Pink 
Lincolns, and Against Me! are 
okay, but it is the articles that 
really shine. You get a bird’s 
eye view of Iraq from a dude 
who’s actually there, and a well- 
reasoned explanation of why 
Claire Huxtable was so fucking 
hot. Dudes also has games, some 
shit about baseball, and a listing 
of some of St. Louis’ better dive 
bars. I highly recommend Dudes 
Magazine and as the Dudes do’s 
and don’ts tell us, “don’t forget 
about important shit like rockin’ 
stuff.” -Chris Devlin (Dudes 
Magazine, 5022 Winona Ave. 
Apt. A, St. Louis, MO 63109) 


Rosson (Go Metric, 801 Eagles 
Ridge Rd., Brewster, NY 10509) 

MASS MOVEMENT #19, 
$3.95, 8 14” x 10 14”, glossy 
cover, 94 pgs. 

This is the nineteenth issue of 
Mass Movement , but this one’s 
all gussied up: thick paper, 
perfect binding, adept graphic 
design. So, in a way, it’s also the 
first issue. And it’s backed by an 
honest guy, Mike Beer (of Beer 
City Skateboards and the Beer 
City label). All this background 
stuff’s important because it’s the 
almost-invisible-to-the-naked- 
eye stuff that tips Mass Movement 
into the good category. Like, you 
know they’re not reaching for 
the brass ring. They just want to 


PUNK ROCK 
CONFIDENTIAL 

Winter 2006, $3.95, 814” x 11”, 
glossy cover and pages, 80 pgs. 
“I’d probably really hate it 
if I didn’t know the people 
behind it.” Someone said that 
to me about this magazine, 
and I’ll take their word for 
it. I, on the other hand, don’t 
know the people who make it 
and I don’t like this one bit. 
If you want to become a rock 
star, good for you, good luck. 
If you want to help create a 
respectable alternative to the 
diluted corporate media that 
plagues every medium in our 
society, then get over yourself. 
Your life is not a spectacle that 
needs to be glamorized and 




ROCK N ROLL 
PURGATORY #15, $?, 

A4, glossy cover, 63 pgs. 

Out of the sweltering heat of San 
Antonio, Texas comes this “lost 
issue” of Rock N Roll Purgatory , 
which holds up its magnifying 
glass to examine a specific 
segment of the underground, the 
one man band. I’ve gotta admit 
that at first I wasn’t ecstatic 
about having to read through 
interviews with ten different 
OMBs. The format has been 
done quite a bit over the past few 
years, and my favorite purveyor 
of one man racket, BBQ, ain’t 
featured anywhere in issue 
#15 of RNRP. I was reluctant 
to get started. My reluctance 
melted away as soon as I started 
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“Flipping through someone else’s less-than-stellar 

• 11 * 4 


lob historv Hom ir dinn especially when the comics look like they were drawn 

) 1 y L & LlUllLll OlUJJp, with a Sharpie and are actually pretty funny, 


is never a bad thing.” 


-Keith Rosson, Big Hands #3 




GO METRIC #21, $3, 8fc” x 
11”, newsprint, 88 pgs. 

Hey, did you know that Rev. 
Norb, Jennifer Whiteford, Bill 
Florio, and Maddy Tight Pants 
write for Go Metric ? I didn’t. 
Seen the zine around everywhere, 
heard rave reviews for a long 
time, never read an issue before. 
Glad I got this one. The layout’s 
pretty stiff a lot of the time, but 
the content totally makes up for 
it. Topics include an interview 
with Craigums about the US 
Air Guitar Championship, a 
detailed point-for-point battle for 
coolness between the Germs and 
Green Day, a beginner’s guide to 
Motorhead, a hilarious analysis 
about the inconsistencies of 
the song “Manic Monday,” and 
more. Also includes the requisite 
ads and record reviews (most of 
which, surprisingly, aren’t very 
good.) Overall, we’re talking 
nearly a hundred pages of stuff 
from quite a few really talented 
contributors; if they’d pretty up 
the layout a little bit and make 
it a bit more cohesive, I’d be 
giving this shit the devil horns 
all over town. If that sort of anal¬ 
retentiveness doesn’t bother 
you, then, by all means, go out 
and get yourself a copy. -Keith 


have great-looking zine about 
punk music; it is, and there’s 
nothing wrong with that. That 
said, it also has some earmarks of 
a first issue. The size of the text (I 
notice because, uhh, I read a lot) 
jumps all over the place and some 
of it’s a real strain. Even things 
(like A1 Quint’s column) I wanted 
to read became a little painful 
through the squinting—and the 
fact that A1 opens about talking 
about a photo that he thinks is 
in the column but it’s a picture 
of a panther instead—was a bit 
disorienting. Musically, Mass 
Movement is a fan of crossover— 
Municipal Waste, Napalm Death, 
Excel—and knows their shit. My 
quibble is that many of the intros 
say something to the effect, “If 
you haven’t heard these guys, 
you’ve been living under a rock.” 

I may be wrong here, but part of 
the reason of interviewing folks 
is to introduce them to a wider 
audience. A little handshake 
of words at the beginning may 
lead me, and others, to bands I’d 
otherwise flip through. Quibbles 
aside, cheers to getting this out 
and hopes that there’s many more. 
-Todd Taylor (Mass Movement, 
PO Box 193, Bridgend, CF31 
9BN, U.K.) 


printed on glossy paper. The 
only rewarding aspect of this 
magazine that I found is that 
it allows people to show how 
shallow they really are. And no 
matter how hard I looked for it, 
I couldn’t find strong enough 
evidence to show that that was 
one of the main objectives of 
the editors. -Daryl (Punk Rock 
Confidential, 236 W. Portal 
Ave. Suite 134, SF, CA 94127) 

ROCK MANIA #1, $8 ppd., 
8 14” x 11”, printed, 56 pgs. 
Wow. This is a monster for any 
fan of power pop: page upon 
page of amazing 1979-‘80 pop 
wonder. Long and amazing in- 
depth interviews with Nikki 
Corvette, Milk N Cookies, 
The Cold, Justin Trouble and 
the Wind. Extensive reviews 
of great 45 s and LPs that most 
have only seen on Ebay. With 
such gushing and pure fan 
enthusiasm about these records, 
it makes me wanna hear ‘em 
all. This is very much an Ugly 
Things for power pop and it’s 
about damn time. Can’t wait to 
see the next issue. ^Mike Frame 
(Rock Mania, PO Box 18638, 
Minneapolis, MN 55418) 


reading editor Ben Lybarger’s 
interview with Bloodshot Bill, 
which is filled with wild stories, 
entertaining anecdotes, and 
unbelievable situations. In fact, 
all of the OMBs in this issue 
(Jeff Novak, A1 Foul, Almighty 
Do Me A Favor, John Schooley, 
to name a few) are raconteurs in 
their own right, with crazy tales 
of run ins with the law, fallings 
out with band mates, and their 
own unique perspectives on 
playing music by themselves. 
Also included are interviews with 
Wayne Hancock, Toys That Kill, 
Uncle Scratch’s Gospel Revival, 
and the Baseball Furies, and a 
shit ton of reviews. You may go 
blind reading the microscopic 
fonts, but Rock N Roll Purgatory 
is so well done you won’t mind. 
-Josh Benke (Rock N Roll 
Purgatory, PO Box 276258, San 
Antonio, TX 78227) 

ROCKTOBER #43, $4, 

814” x 12”, newsprint, 118 pgs. 
For a couple weeks, this zine 
has been in my room and every 
time I look at it puts a smile 
on my face. It seems like the 
only kind of zines I read can 
be broken up into two different 
categories: music magazines 
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Black and Whites 45 
Gentleman Jesse 45 

Look for many of your favorite DOUCHE MASTER 
, bands at the RADIO HEART BEAT FESTIVAL 
in MYC March 29th through April -<st. 


GEARHEAD RECORDS 
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#THE 
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I WALK THE LINE 


Desolation Street • RPM071 



THE SPUNKS 

Yellow Fever Blues • RPM076 
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THE WHITE BARONS 

Up All Night With -RPM075 



GITOGITO HUSTLER 

Love & Roll -RPM062 


GEARHEADRECORDS.COM 

PO Box 1386 • Woodland, CA 95776-1386 
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With a name like Trashed! 
and the promise of bringing 
readers “the weird wild world 
of rock’n’roll,” I had high 
hopes for the premier issue 
of this Brooklyn-based zine. 
These hopes were dashed by an 
egregious editorial decision that 
nearly overshadows the few good 
things about the publication. I 
dig the way the interviews were 
laid out—very reminiscent of 
the late, great, Hit List— and the 
accompanying photos in most 
cases are top notch (props to Dani 
Golomb, whose picture of Cole 
Alexander playing guitar with 
his cock should win some kind 
of award, and the editor, Nick 
Gazin). Gazin covers a broad 
spectrum of bands and artists, 
including timeless stalwarts The 
Dwarves, the Shemps, and Rudi 
Protrudi, new bands like The 
Holograms, soon-to-be-big-stars 
the Black Lips, and a couple of 
comic book/cartoon writers. The 
interview questions are at times 
sophomoric and uninspired, with 
“What’s the best sex you’ve ever 
had?” appearing a few times. A 
CD featuring Mondo Topless, 
the Time Flys, the Cynics, and 
The Shemps is also included with 
the zine. What got my shorts all 
bunched and burrowing up my ass 


was the record reviews section, 
which is a fuckin’ travesty. A 
number of the Get Hip releases 
are reviewed with nothing more 
than a sentence’s worth of non- 
descriptive drivel, and the Black 
Time record receives a rating of 
“5” (out of 10) and a review that 
states, “This record showed up an 
hour later than it was supposed 
to.” I can’t imagine bands or 
labels sending future releases 
to Trashed! if this is the type of 
short shrift they can expect to 
get out of the reviewers. -Josh 
Benke (Lo-Fi Entertainment, 
250 Washington Ave., Suite C3, 
Brooklyn, NY 11205) 

WIENER SOCIETY #8, $3, 5 
U* x 8 Vi”, Xeroxed, 38 pgs. 
Pretty dark fiction about being 
in jail (and for what), metal, 
and noise rock. I don’t know 
how well I can write about 
this; nothing against it, it’s just 
personally not my thing, like 
when my high school friends 
got into really weird, arty 
murder movies, while I was 
stoked on watching Godzilla and 
listening to ALL. -Joe Evans III 
(Fanorama Society, 109 Arnold 
Ave, Cranston, RI 02905) 

There’s more zine reviews at A. 
www.razorcake.org. 
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doubledownsaloon.com 


Still available: 
Absentees CD..$10 ppd 
Wh ite Flag CD..$ 10 ppd 
Kaos CD..$10 ppd 


(MRR, Razorcake) and personal 
zines (Snakepit, Cometbus). 
And even though Rocktober 
is completely dedicated to 
music, when I read this, it 
doesn’t feel like I’m reading 
a magazine, maybe—and just 
maybe—because it’s a full-on, 
pure-blooded FANZINE! Ah, it 
takes me back to the heyday of 
fanzines and I wasn’t even alive 
then. If Jake Austen and crew 
weren’t writing these articles or 
conducting these interviews, no 
one would be. This is for fans, 
by fans. It’s truly humbling to 
read this zine because of how 
knowledgeable the writers are 
of so many different types of 
music. This is great. -Daryl 
(Rocktober, 1507 E. 53 rd St. 
#617, Chicago, IL 60615) 


SLUG & LETTUCE #89, 

Free or stamps, newsprint, 

15” x 11”, 18 pgs. 

If there’s one thing harder to 
write than another review, it’s the 
review of a zine that’s primarily 
reviews. Okay, Slug & Lettuce 
has some decent columns (and 
recipes), and record and zine 
reviews, primarily aimed towards 
the hardcore (think bullet belt, 
and not baggy sweatshirts) 
crowd, with some cool band 


photos throughout (it looks like a 
lot from this issue came from the 
last Pointless fest). All in all, I’d 
say it’s pretty hard to go wrong 
here. -Joe Evans III (Christine, 
PO Box 26632, Richmond, VA 
23261-6632) 


SUGAR NEEDLE #30, $2 or 
trade, 4” x 11”, copied, 16 pgs. 
Yay! Another issue of the candy- 
lover’s zine extraordinaire! 
The Sugar Needle ladies 
search high and low for bizarre 
candy, including (this time 
around) Figamajigs (“like 
lumpy, swollen M and M’s, 
only the chocolate coating 
covers a lump of fig) and Uncle 
Oinker’s Gummy Bacon (with, 
inexplicably, strawberry flavor)! 
Plus, a brief history of high 
fructose corn syrup, midnight 
Kit Kat cravings in Lebanon, 
and more. My only complaint 
is that Sugar Needle has always 
been a quick read. Please, kind 
editors, use smaller font size 
and more pages! I’ll even send 
you some sour gummi cherry 
cola bottles (my favorite candy) 
as a bribe. -Maddy (PO Box 
66835, Portland, OR 97290) 


TRASHED! #1, $4.99, 8 VS” x 
12”, glossy cover, 82 pgs. 


Lentrollers 
IAnother Sunny DayI 
16 song CD. All 
tracks are prev- 
iously unre1eased 
studio d emos and 
live from 1977, 
1982, 1996 and 
2002. Includes a 12 
page booklet loaded 
with Masque 
photos. $10 ppd 
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Afterlife Battlefield 

By Johnny Ostentatious, 249 pgs. 

Afterlife Battlefield is an engrossing tale of life after death or, more 
specifically, life after suicide and such a person’s role in the eternal 
battle between good and evil. In Holcyon, the world that author Johnny 
Ostentatious has created, committing suicide (whether by shotgun, 
razorblade, overdose, overwork, or taking a bath in a river full of 
crocodiles) means conscription into the army of Good, led by Anubis 
and Medusa. They are pitted against the forces of Evil, an army of 
indestructible demons led by a spindly alien from another universe, and 
the final battle is to take place at the intergalactic Nebula. The stakes: 


simply, Ostentatious invests far too much time and space to emphasize 
that Zack Fury is, in fact, a punk rocker. Oftentimes Ostentatious scraps 
personal pronouns in reference to Fury, instead opting to refer to him 
as “the punk rocker.” While effective if used sparingly, this is a regular 
epithet for the character and, after two hundred pages, such references 
come off as unnecessary and even a bit patronizing. At that point we get 
it: Zack Fury is a punk rocker. Moreover, the character makes a multitude 
of references to bands and tunes that are quite obviously those that the 
author likes (this reviewer agrees that the Meatmen are one of the greatest 
ever), and combined with the ponderous weight of Zack Fury as “the punk 
rocker,” the novel begins to come off as a means for the author to show 
how punk he is. Economy in such references would be more effective as a 
means of subtly reinforcing the characterization of Fury. 

As it stands, Afterlife Battlefield becomes a punk rock novel, a 
problematic focus because the theme is ostensibly the battle between the 
forces of good and evil and not punk rock, per se. Punk rock is not out 
of place in this tale, to be sure, but it would be more effectively used as a 
thematic backdrop that can enhance and underscore character development 
and, as a result, the story as a whole. Instead, this punk rock backdrop is 
forced to the forefront and removes focus from more subtle and complex 
development of both characters and storyline. Ostentatious uses punk 
rock as a means of defining characters (whether they’re punk or no) rather 
than developing them, and as a result some characters come off as flat 
and unengaging. For instance, near the end of the novel, Zack, an anti¬ 
authoritarian model throughout the novel, suddenly appears rather gung- 
ho and personally involved when fighting the final battle at the Nebula. 
While the reader does expect this development, based on the parameters 
of the otherworld logic that Ostentatious has created, the repeated focus on 
Zack as a rebellious and aloof punker renders this transformation startling 
and implausible since there are so few subtle shifts in his characterization 
that could foreshadow this development. 

The final truth, however, is that Afterlife Battlefield really is 
an entertaining tale. I was satisfied as a reader but, to generalize my 
objections, I simply wanted there to be more to the novel. Make no 
mistake, I did enjoy reading this book and often forgot that I had other 
things to do besides follow Zack Fury in his post-mortem travails. I 
especially like that Ostentatious is able to expand our relatively insular 


And where is God in all of this, you may ask. God is taking a nap. 


control over the whole of this universe. And where is God in all of this, 
you may ask. God is taking a nap. 

This is an entertaining and inventive tale. One of the most difficult 
things that an author can do is to create a world divested from our 
conceptions of reality, to create an otherworld that is not merely plausible, 
but wholly believable. Ostentatious has done just this—the reader never 
doubts the veracity of the author’s picture of the afterlife because he 
effectively combines his own take on life after death with tidbits from 
various mythological traditions, creating a plausible blend of authorial 
concoction with general elements of familiarity and expectation that 
define pan-human conceptions of the Great Beyond. 

While the setting has been very well stylized, Afterlife Battlefield 
does suffer from some significant defects. First, there is a lack of closure 
regarding nearly all the characters except that of protagonist Zack Fury. 
The reader has an investment in the fate of Zack’s comrades in the fight for 
the afterlife, and Ostentatious provides no indication of what becomes of 
them after the battle at the Nebula. While the primary focus is appropriately 
on the character of Zack Fury, the silence regarding the other characters— 
some believable and engaging characters at that—leaves the reader feeling 
a bit cheated and unfulfilled. This is not to say that Ostentatious should 
provide the reader with a neat, tidy package; such would be out of line 
with the purposely haphazard nature of the characters’ spirits. Yet one 
asks questions. For instance, what happens to the loveable dancing spider 
Basildon? He is a supporting character, to be sure, but in him Ostentatious 
realizes full character development; especially hard to do with a trickster 
figure such as he is. This reader wants news on Basildon, or any other 
character for that matter. All that is needed is an inkling, however brief, of 
what becomes (or is to become) of such characters when the tale is done. 

However, the biggest problems in this novel are matters of character 
development. As believable as the world is that Ostentatious presents, Zack 
Fury (as protagonist, the reader’s main concern) seems to be an example 
of an author’s own self prohibiting the development of his character. Put 


punk rock world into something as all-encompassing as the Great 
Beyond. Some careful editing and economical emendation, however, 
would transform Afterlife Battlefield from a decent punk rock story 
dealing with the afterlife into a good novel, and, perhaps, even a great 
one. -The Lord Kveldulfr (Active Bladder, PO Box 24607, Philadelphia, 
PA 19111, www.ActiveBladder.com) 

Boy Detective Fails, The 

By Joe Meno, 328 pgs. 

Joe Meno’s not a great punk writer. He’s not a great teen angst writer. 
Joe Meno’s one great writer, sans qualifying adjective. That’s the long 
and short of it, and basically all of the review you need to read. I highly 
recommend his works. Joe pays great attention to his craft, he’s inventive, 
and his books never forget to include the reader. Having read a broad 
swath of Joe’s work, another thing’s impressive: he doesn’t blatantly 
repeat himself. He’s got completely different and wholly conceived works 
in his brainbox. (Think of him like Husker Du or Fugazi: thematically, 
you can trace threads from the explosive blurs of their early work, all the 
way to quieter, more artistic ends, but each album’s distinctly different. 
That’s the opposite of the Bad Religion approach after Suffer , where it 
feels like redecorating; the constant rearranging of parts previously 
discovered.) The Boy Detective follows the tradition of Fugazi. Those 
expecting a Minor Threat-style Hairstyles of the Damned, Part II (The 
Captain Sensible Diaries) will be disappointed with The Boy Detective 
Fails because it’s a quiet, restrained, and delicately told novel. It’s a work 
of perpetually evolving charm. 

The Boy Detective Fails follows the post-ascension life of Billy Argo, 
who was once a premier boy detective—and is a symptomatic model for 
all the corrosive self-doubt and loathing that seems to be part and parcel 
with child stars never being able to live up to those early-in-life heights 
ever again. At age thirty, the novel catches up with Billy coming out of 
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LASERHEAD’S DEBUT ALBUM “RIDE YOUR STATIC” OUT NOW 
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American Gothic: 

The Art of Carlos Batts 

Pages: 128 Size: 8.5x12" 

Price: $29.95 isbn : 0-9764035 0-1 
Madness and genius collide in 
American Gothic, photogra- 
pher-fil mma ker-artist Ca rlos 
Batts' answer to Grant Wood's 
famous 1930 portrait of the 
same name. Contains a full 
length compact disc by musi¬ 
cians: Mastodon, Pg. 99, Swarm 
of the Lotus, Pig Destroyer, Dog 
Fashion Disco, Radiation 4, 
Daybreak, Buzzoven, Agora¬ 
phobic Nosebleed. 


ANSWER Me! 

The First Three 

Pages: 368 Size: 8x10.5" 

Price: $21.95 isbn: 0-9764035-3-6 
This fat, gorgeous, ridiculously 
underpriced anthology contains 
the legendary hatezine’s FIRST 
THREE ISSUES in their entirety. It 
also contains SIXTY NEW PAGES 
of wistful A.NSWER Ale! memories 
and tasty new articles. There's a 
strong chance that this is the best 
book ever published. Only an idiot 
would refuse to buy it. 


Nina 

by Blag Dahlia 

Pages: 112 Size: 5x8 " 

Price: $9.95 isbn: 0-9764035-4-4 
Blag Dahlia, of the infamous 
Dwarves, has written this truly 
twisted tale of a young girl coming 
of age with no apologies. Nina is 
the story of an object of desire who 
gives as good as she gets, spanning 
the USA in search of cheap thrills 
and black lipstick. Cover artby 
Detroit artist Niagara (of Destroy 
Ail Monsters). 


SCAPEGOAT PUBLISHING 

www.scapegoatpublishing.com 


Crazy Streak 

by John Gilmore 

Pages: 128 Size: 8x5 " 

Price: $13.95 isbn: 0-9764035-1-X 
A twisted excursion into seething 
sexuality, desperate alienation, 
incest and conscienceless violence; 
a book destined to be as con¬ 
troversial as Nabokov’s "Lolita.” 
This story is brutal in its realism. 
No fairy-tale romance or overly 
convoluted plots needed. It’s not 
ironic or kitschy; it’s certainly 
not begging to be lo ved.CRAZY 
STREAK is as believable as some 
of your worst, most confused and 
visceral moments. 
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a ten-year stint in a mental hospital with Billy trying to get and keep 
his shit together. Told in the teenage crime-fighting style of the Hardy 
Boys, Encyclopedia Brown, and Scooby-Doo, (with “those meddling 
kids” uncovering plots), the everyday happenings of a man—whose life 
is in shambles, but with detailed notes—takes on a new light and that’s 
the literary space that Joe adeptly controls, be it through small bits of 
magical realism (every time Billy turns the light on in his room, it snows), 
and, often, humor. (Billy’s tough-talking, osteoporosis-stricken nemesis 
Professor Von Golum, is constantly trying to serve Billy his comeuppance 
and plotting to kill him via dastardly murder plots.) 

Billy is also wonderfully and believably awkward. The act of taking his 
love interest s hand conies near the very end of the book after many, many 
failed and aborted attempts by both parties. Thankfully, Joe does a good job 
of making the reader sympathetic for Billy but not Sony for him. Glimmers 
of competence and a great mind flash every so often, offsetting his thick 
glasses, I-want-to-punch-him-isms, and constant hand-wringing. The 
overarching effect is a very controlled sweetness that flirts—but, thankfully, 
never succumbs—to outright preciousness. That’s a tight rope to walk all 
the way across a novel that not many writers can pull off. 

I rarely comment on the physical structure of books, but The Boy 
Detective calls for it. Its design is playful without being hard-to-read or 
look-at-me, aren t-I-fancy, and ultimately rewards the careful reader with 
visual clues, from quick-burst chapters, to split column dual conversations, 
to Billy’s notes to himself bunched up in small type in a comer of an 
otherwise blank page. In the marginalia is an encrypted code and the book 
jacket provides a decoder ring (I suggest making a photocopy instead of 


earth and back seven and a...oh, wait. When it’s done, the Fantagraphics 
gurus will have published every last Peanuts comic strip, in chronological 
order, in beautiful hardcover editions, with introductions written by 
everyone from Matt Groening to Walter Cronkite, in what might very well 
be the most-prolonged Christmas present I will ever receive. 

In the world of Peanuts , nothing ever goes well. Snoopy looks up at 
the night sky from his doghouse and says, “I am always impressed by the 
constancy of the stars...It gives me a feeling of security to look up, and 
know that the star I see will always be there, and will...” The next panel 
shows a shooting star; the next shows Snoopy leaning over his doghouse 
in despair. 

In this volume, Linus’ blanket takes center stage after Linus admits to 
Lucy at her five cent psychiatric help desk, “I’m in sad shape. My life is 
full of fear and anxiety. The only thing that keeps me going is this blanket.” 
Although Linus makes a rousing statement in favor of the child-blanket 
union (“A blanket is as important to a child as a hobby is to an adult. Many 
a man spends his time restoring antique automobiles or building model 
trains or collecting old telephones or even studying about the Civil War.”), 
Lucy sees the situation differently. She gets to work, burying, cutting, and 
(finally), making the blanket into a kite and setting it loose. Fortunately, 
a series of desperate newspaper ads penned by Charlie Brown and Linus 
results in a mid-ocean rescue mission by a team of air rescue service 
paramedics. Linus is finally able to relax, because, “This blanket absorbs 
all my fears and frustrations. At the end of each day I shake it out the door, 
thus scattering those fears and frustrations to the wind.” 

Unlike other family-driven comic strips of this era, Peanuts remains 


The Peanuts gang does not exist as mouthpieces for 
cute, precocious statements adults might like to hear, 
or as templates for a happy, idealized childhood. 


cutting the book). Instead of coming across as gimmicks, these graphic 
design devices further enrich the reading, the playfulness, and the sharp 
focus of this novel. It also helps crystallize my final thought about The 
Boy Detective Fails : it’s a love story to the innocence, energy, and easy 
wonder that radiates from children as much as it is an exploration of the 
absolute difficulty of recapturing that seductive essence as adults -Todd 
Taylor (Akashic Books, PO Box 1456, New York, NY 10009) 

Comics Journal, The (#279, Nov. 2006) 

Edited by Michael Dean, 204 pages 

Not sure why Razorcake’s comics dude didn’t get this one, but I’ll take 
it—the whole thing (and this issue’s big; there’s a reason it’s in the book 
section) is surprisingly interesting, and steers almost entirely away from the 
adolescent boobs in spandex superhero genre. The Comics Journal focuses 
on the less conventional, more literaiy, and challenging comics world, and 
as someone who’s got only the basest knowledge in comics (of any ilk) 
anymore, this thing was really awesome to pore through. There’s extensive 
letters and news sections, an hourly blow-by-blow essay about a yearly “draw 
a complete comic in 24 hours convention, seriously in-depth interviews with 
Joost Swarte and Johnny Ryan, and just about the most massive and detailed 
review section of comics, anthologies, and graphic novels I’ve ever seen. If 
Razorcake gave its record reviewers the same word count expectations as The 
Comics Journal does, the issue you’re holding right now would easily be a 
few hundred pages and Todd’d probably have an aneurysm after about two 
issues. The whole thing s smart and laid out well, and the staff writers they’ve 
got on board are totally passionate and seem to really know what they’re 
talking about. All around, The Comics Journal is probably an invaluable 
and mcredible resource for those well versed in the smart and contemporary 
comics world, and a rad introduction for schlubs like me, who aren’t. —Keith 
Rosson (The Comics Journal, 7563 Lake City Way NE, Seattle, WA 98115) 

Complete Peanuts, The 1961-1962 

By Charles M. Schulz, 314 pgs. 

Another volume in what is quickly becoming perhaps the most 
ambitious (and definitely) the most ridiculous publishing endeavor of 
recent memory, The Complete Peanuts 1961-1962 is the sixth book in 
what will be a twenty-five book series. When it’s done, it will cover the 


beautifully and magically bleak, full of simple pleasures quickly destroyed 
by rainstorms, older sisters, or (in Charlie Brown’s case) guilt. Unlike in 
the world of Family Circus , the Peanuts gang does not exist as mouthpieces 
for cute, precocious statements adults might like to hear, or as templates 
for a happy, idealized childhood. Charles Schulz knows that children 
are interesting enough in their own bizarre worlds that are, thankfully, 
nowhere near as angelic, cozy, or maudlin as most adults believe. -Maddy 
(Fantagraphics Books, 7563 Lake City Way NE, Seattle, WA 98115) 

Impeach the President 

Edited by Dennis Loo and Peter Phillips 

Collecting a slew of well-written essays, Impeach the President lucidly 
runs down all the games the Bush-Cheney administration has played— 
fraudulent voter results (due to “faulty” electronic voting systems) in the 
2000, 2002, and 2004 elections; documental fabrications relating to Iraq; 
the U.S. government’s disinterest in U.N. and global opinion; and the 
economics involved in the United States’ invasion of Iraq. Impeach the 
President gains strength in its accessibility: each author’s essay is clearly 
written; they provide ample background information on topics presented 
and built, allowing even the most benighted reader to easily follow along. 
Especially interesting is Kevin Wehr’s piece on Hurricane Katrina which, 
unlike the war in Iraq, is seldom mentioned in mainstream press, yet is 
still affecting millions. If you dug Zinn’s A People s History of the United 
States or have any interest in preserving humankind and the world, pick 
this up immediately. -Ryan Leach (Seven Stories Press, 140 Watts Street 
New York, NY 10013) 

Sons of the Rapture 

By Todd Dills, 183 pgs. 

Sons of the Rapture is, essentially, about finding place: geographic, 
historic, genealogic, personal. Set in Chicago, the novel is told over the 
shoulder and through the bloodline of South Carolinian Billy Jones. It’s a 
strong novel that’s very sure of itself. It’s also a novel that’s heavily based 
on rhythm and cadence in the writing. It’s analogous to listening to black 
metal for the first time, if you usually listen to polka. At first, it can just 
seem like an almost incoherent blast of words and noises instead of the 
predictable honk of a tuba backed by keyboard. Sons starts off in its curious, 
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full vernacular and I found myself rereading untraditional phrasing; at first 
thinking words were missing or sentences were backwards. The beginning 
was slow going until I found out a secret. If I read parts that were giving 
me trouble aloud, they made perfect sense. How people talk in everyday 
life is strange—incomplete, scattered, imperfect—and Dills has the ear 
for it, while deftly stitching a cohesive narrative to give it sense. Much 


sounding, cigarette-inhaling sex and Artichoke Heart—a flamboyant, 
vinyl-clad, tiara-topped musician—I didn’t find as always-moving- 
forward as the flashbacks to hubris-driven cattle drives into cities 
or a Civil War doctor who turns into gigantic flying chicken and 
wipes out almost all of a Confederate regiment (but is able to cure 
the croup). 


Linus admits to Lucy “I’m in sad shape. 
My life is full of fear and anxiety. The only 
thing that keeps me going is this blanket.” 


like Southern heavyweights Carson McCullers and Flannery O’Connor, it 
sometimes takes a while on the front porch just listening to two people tell 
involved stories to get the correct ear before understanding the adventure. 
And like those two aforementioned authors, the time and effort it may 
take to tune your ear to understand what’s going on is rewarded by the 
end of the work. 

Sons charts Billy’s displacement from the world he grew up in gives 
him a perspective on things he’d never fully considered: what it means to be 
Southern. It’s the removal from his incubating environment that gives him 
this lens. It gets to the core of identity, which every good book should attempt. 
How do people identify themselves? By where they live? (Yankees and the 
Civil War or Southerners and The War of Northern Aggression.) What they 
own? (Considerations of class. Decaying mansions, small apartments.) By 
their heritage? (The twisted, gnarled, and subterranean nature of family roots.) 
By what or who they hate? (Like Senators who seem too old to die, but are 
worth taking a shot at in a GTO during a parade.) 

For a reason I’m able to pinpoint, the further Billy gets away 
from the present tense, the more I found enjoying the narrative, and 
the more the novel seemed to accelerate. Billy’s current surroundings: 
artistic, urban Chicago which often watersheds around existential- 


Todd Dills is a strong and confident story teller who is able to warp 
and bend time, while injecting his characters with not only massive 
amounts of alcohol but of ragged, honest psychology. His characters 
appear literally dressed in language; sweating the stuff. I’m happy to say 
that Sons gets good and really fucking weird—which is difficult to keep 
going without the whole novel from unraveling—while not relying on 
cheap tricks. It’s definitely not all fancy writing on the skin of an inflated 
balloon, that when it pops there’s nothing inside. Inside, there’s something 
as beautiful as it is ugly, like a ripped-out golden tooth. 

Ultimately, I got the feeling that Dills is digging, moving a lot of heavy 
dirt, trying to unearth something not only for Billy, but for himself. Sons 
of the Rapture is an impressive first novel, one that I highly recommend. 
-Todd Taylor (Featherproof Books, 2201 W Iowa St #3, Chicago, II 
60622) 

More book reviews can be found 
over at www.razorcake.org. 
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